i»y^usTsor 


OLD  BOOKS  o' 
PUeUSHED  , *; 
MONTHLY. 


‘ e 


Tr- 

‘1 


AR:MSTItOTTrr  . 

*Qiixvlhakr»  {k«  ftablrTfrannr  of  Thront 
Alt  A tAttrtln^  rtnpirr*  nilh  ^rf  Uirir  emfwc*  t; 


Prmici!  for  John  lioll  Bi-ifilli  I/ilmiry  Straml  April 


(rn'tfnii'n 

•yi  . JTHa . 


•THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 

O F 

J.ARMSTRONG,M.D. 


J>auf:hicr  of  t’seoii)  queen  of  cv’ry  joy, 

Ih  ycia!— ■'  ' ' i)  licfccnd 

'Thou  cheerful  (juardian  of  the  rollmsyear!-  ■■  ■“* 

^VUho^t  thy  cheerful  oftivc  energy 
rio  rapture  f'.vctlatbcbrcaft,  i>«i  poet  fing*, 

No  more  the  Maids  of  Hdlcun  dtlighu 
C'o:nc  Iherr  with  me  O Goddef^  heav'iJy  gay ! 

Hegin  the  ftuiq,  aud  let  U fwcct  ly  How.— — - 

— —With  thy  aid  the  fccrct  wilds  I trace 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 

Thro’ paths  the  Mufes  never  trod  before.  ART  OF  HKAr.Tll. 
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ADVERTISEMENT.  'y 

The  Author  of  the  following  Pieces  has  at  laft  tafcert 
the  trouble  ujwii  him  to  colled  them,  and  to  have 
• them  printed  under  his  otyii  infpedlon,  a talk  that 
he  had  long  avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly 
have  fuLmitted  himfelf  at  laft  but  for  the  fake  of 
preventing  their  being  fonie  time  hereafter  expofed 
in  a ragged  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with 
more  faults  than  they  originally  had,while  it  might 
be  impofliblefor  him,  by  the  change  perhaps  of  one 
letter,  to  recovera  whole periodfrom  the  moft  con- 
temptible nonfenfe. 

Along  with  fuch  pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  to 
the  publick  he  takes  this  opportunity  of  prefenting 
it  with  feveral  others,  fome  of  which  b.ad  lain  by 
him  many  years  : what  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially 
■what  he  has  deftroyed,  would  probably  enough 
have  been  better  received  by  the  grett  majority  of 
headers  than  any  thing  he  has  publillied. 

But  he  never  courted  the  jiublick  t Ije  wrote  chiefly 
for  his  own  amufement.andbecaufchc  found  it  an 
agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  p-affmg 
an  idle  hour : he  has  always  moft  heartily  defpifed 
the  opinion  of  the  Mobility  from  the  loweft  to  the 
higheft;  and  if  it  is  true  what  he  has  fometimes 
been  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  his  fidcj  he 
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defires  no  more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown 
as  a writer : if  tlie  bell  judges  of  this  age  honour 
him  with  their  approbation,  all  the  worft  too  of  the 
next  will  favourhlm  with  theirs,  when  by  Heaven’s 
grace  he  ’ll  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their 
unmeaning  praifes  to  receive  any  difguft  from 
them. 
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ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 

fIRST  POULISHED  IN  THE  YEAR  1744. 

BOOK  I.  AIR, 

Daughter  of  Pjeon,  queen  of  ev’ry  joy, 

Hygeia  * ! whofe  indulgent  fmile  fiiftains 
The  various  race  luxuriant  Nature  pours, 

And  on  th’  immortal  efiences  bellows 
Immortal  youth,  aufpicious  O defcend  J 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  the  rolling  year ! 
Whether  thou  wanton’ll  on  the  wellern  gale 
Or  lhak’ll  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 

Diffufell  life  and  vigour  thro’  the. tracks 

Of  air,  thro’  earth  and  ocean’s  deep  domain.  !• 

When  thro’  the  blue  ferenity  of  heav’n 

Thy  pow’r  approaches  all  the  walleful  holl 

Of  Pain  and  Sicknefs,  fqualid  and  deform’d, 

Confounded  fink  into  the  loathfome  gloom, 

Where  In  deep  Erebus  involv’d  the  fiends  15 

Grow  more  profane.  Whatever  lhapes  of  death, 

* Hygeia  the  gotldcfs  of  Health  was,  according  tothegcnca- 
logyof  the  Heathen  deities,  the  daughterofjtfcuiapius,  who  as 
well  as  Apollo  was  diltinguithcd  by  the  name  of  Pxon, 
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Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe, 
-iSwarm  thro’  the  lliudd’ring  air;  whatever  plagues 
■Or  meagre  Famine  breeds  or  with  flow  wings 
Rife  from  the  putrid  wat’ry  element,  20 

The  damp  wafte  foreft,  motionlefs  and  rank. 

That  I'mothers  cartli  and  all  tlie  breathlefs  winds. 

Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th’  inhuman  field; 

Whatever  baneful  breatlies  the  rotten  fouth ; 
Whatever  ills  th’  extremes  or  fudden  change  25 
Of  cold  and  hot  or  moift  and  dry  produce. 

They  fly  thy  pure  effulgence,  they  and  all 
The  fecret  poifous  of  avenging  Heav’n, 

And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 

Of  Vice  and  heedlcfs  Pleafure;  or  if  aught  . 30 

The  comet’s  glare  amid  the  burning  Iky, 

Mournful  eclipfe,  or  planets  ill  combin’d, 

Portend  difaftrous  to  the  vital  world, 

'rhy  falutary  pow’r  averts  their  rage, 

Averts  the  gen’ral  banc ; and  but  for  thee  35" 

Nature  would  ficken,  Nature  foon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerful  adti  ve  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  bread,  no  poet  fings. 

No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 

Come  then  with  me  O Goddefsheav’nlygay!  4O 
Ilegin  the  fong,  and  let  it  fwcctlv  flow. 

And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws; 

“ How  beft  the  fickle  fabrick  to  fupport 
“ Of  mortal  man ; in  healthful  body  how 
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“ 4 healthful  mind  the  lohgcft  to  maintain.”  45 
’Tis  hard  in  luch  a llrife  of  rules  to  chufe 
The  heft,  and  thofe  of  moft  extenfive  ufe ; 

Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong 
Hry  philofophick  precepts  to  convey : 

Yet  with  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  1 trace  jO 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Thro’  paths  the  Mufes  never  trod  before. 

Nor  fliould  1 wander  doubtful  of  my  way 
Had  I the  lights  of  that  fagacious  mind 
\Yhich  taught  to  check  the  pellilential  fire  5J 

And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 

O thou  belov’d  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 

Thou  long  the  fav’rite  of  the  Healing  Pow’rs, 
Indulge O Mead!  a wclldefign’d  Effay 
Howe’er  imperfetft,  and  permit  that  1 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  fhare, 

Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  ftores  unloclc. 

And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  fev’rilh  world  would  wear 
A body  free  of  pain  of  cares  a mind,  65 

Fly  the  rank  city,  fliun  its  turbid  air. 

Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fmoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 

'fhe  dying,  fick’ning,  and  the  living,  world 
Exhal’d,  to  fully  Heav’n’s  tranfparent  dome  70 
With  dim  mortality.  It  is  not  Air 
That  from  a thoufand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine, 
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Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell. 

The  fpoil  of  denghills  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Of  Nature,  when  from  fhape  and  texture  ftie 
Relapfes  into  fighting  elements ; 

It  is  not  Air,  hut  floats  a naufeous  mafs 
Of  all  obfeene,  corrupt,  ofFenfivc,  things. 

Much  moifture  hurts;  but  here  a fordid  bath, 

With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more  8o 

The  folid  frame  than  fimple  moifture  can. 

Befides,  immur’d  in  many  a fulleii  bay 
That  never  felt  the  frclhnefs  of  the  breeze 
This  flumh’ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grgws 
With  Cckly  reft ; and  (tho’  the  lungs  abhor  85 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyfs) 

Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine. 

Roll’d  from  fo  many  thund’ring  chimnies,  tame 
The  putrid  fteams  that  overfwarm  the  fley, 

This  caullick  venom  would  perhaps  corrode  JO 
Thofe  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  Air, 

In  vain  with  all  their  undluous  rills  bedew’d, 

Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes  that  yawn 
In  countlefs  pores  o’er  all  the  pervious  ftcin 
Imbib’d,  would  poifon  the  balfamick  blood,  95 
And  roufe  the  heart  to  ev’ry  fever’s  rage. 

While  yet  you  breathe  away;  the  rural  wilds  ' ■ 
Invite,  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales. 

The  woods,  the  ftreams,  and  each  ambrofial  breeze 
That  fans  the  ever-undulating  fky,  106 
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A kindly  flcy!  whofe  foft’ringpow’r  regales 
Man,  beaft,  and  all  the  vegfetable  reign. 

Find  then  fome  woodland  feene  where  Nature  fmilcs- 
Benign,  where  all  her  honed  children  thrive. 

To  us  there  wants  not  many  a happy  feat : 105 

.T.ook  round  the  fmiling  land,  fuch  numbers  rife 
AVe  hardly  fix,  bewilder’d  in  our  choice. 

See  where  enthron’d  in  adamantine  date. 

Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windfor  fits ; 

There  chufe  thy  feat,  in  fome  afpiring  grove  i is 

Fad  by  the  flowly  winding  Thames,  or  where 
Broader  die  laves  fair  Richrtiond’s  green  retreats, 
(Richmond ! that  fees  an  hundred  villas  rife 
Rural  or  gtfy.)  O from  the  fummer’s  rage 
O wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides  1 15 
Umbrageous  Ham  ! — But  if  the  bufy  Town 
Attradl  thee  dill  to  toil  for  pow’r  or  gold. 

Sweetly  thou  may ’ft  thy  vacant  hours  poffefs 
In  Hampdead,  courted  by  the  wtdern  wind. 

Or  Greenwich,  waving  o’er  the  winding  flood,  ISO 
()r  lofe  the  w'orld  anrid  the  fylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barb’rons  arts  unfpoil’d. 

Green  rife  the  Kentifh  hills  in  cheerful  Air ; 

But  on  the  marlhy  plains  that  l.incoln  fpreads 
Build  not,  nor  red  too  long  thy  wand’ring  feet ; IJJ 
For  on  a rudick  throne  of  dewy  turf, 

"W’ith  baneful  fogs  her  aking  temples  bound, 
<iuartana  there  prefides,  a meagre  fiend 
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Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutal  force 
Comprefs’d  the  flothful  Naiad  of  the  Fens.  130 
From  fiich  a mixture  fprung  this  fitful  peft 
With  fev’rifli  hlafts  fubdues  the  fick’ning  land  : 

Cold  tremours  come,  with  mighty  love  of  reft, 
Convulfive  yawnings,  laflitude,  and  pains 
'I’hat  fting  the  burden'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loins, 135 
And  rack  the  joints  and  ev’ry  torpid  limb, 

Then  parching  heat  fucceeds  till  copious  fweats 
O’erflow,  a fliort  relief  from  former  ills; 

Beneath  repeated  fliocks  the  wretches  pine; 

The  vigour  finks,  the  habit  melts  away,  I40  ■, 

The  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  bloom 
Dies  from  the  face,  with  fqualid  Atrophy  '• 

Devour’d,  in  fallow  melancholy  clad. 

And  oft’  the  forc’refs  in  her  fated  wrath 
Refigns  them  to  the  Furies  of  her  train,  143 

The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fiend 
Ting’d  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  quell  of  fites  avoid  the  mournful  plain 
Where  ofiers  thrive  and  trees  that  love  the  lake, 

M'herc  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow ; 150 

Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll  ■ j 

Fix  near  the  marlhy  margin  of  the  main  ; ' 

For  from  the  humid  foil  and  wat’ry  reign 

Eternal  vapours  rife ; the  fpungy  air 

For  ever  weeps,  or  turgid  with  the  weight  ' Ijj 

Of  waters  pours  a founding  deluge  down.  j 
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Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  ev’ry  mortal  fliuii 
Who  dreads  the  dropfy,  palfy,  or  the  gout, , 
Tertian,  corrofive  feurvy,  or  moift  catarrh. 

Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw  fptin  fibres  idle  and  unftrung, 

Skin  ill-perfpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loit’ring  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  ikies  \vc  pine, 
for  Air  may  be  too  dry.  The  fubtile  heav’n, 
'I'hat  winnows  into  duft  the  blafled  downs, 
flare  and  extended  wide  without  a ftream. 

Too  fail  imbibes  th’  attenuated  lymph 
Which  by  the  furface  from  the  blood  exhales  ; 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  effay 
Their  flc.xible  vibrations,  or  inflam’d 
'fheir  tender  ever-moving  ftrudlure  thaws  : 

; Spoil’d  of  its  limpid  vehicle  the  blood 
. A mafs  of  lees  remains,  a drofly  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro’  the  veins 
Unaiftivc  in  the  fervices  of  life. 

Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  thro’ 

' The  fecret  mazy  channels  of  the  brain  : 

“The  melancholick  fiend  (that  worft  dcfpair 
|Of  phyfick)  hence  the  rufl-complexion’d  man 
-Purfues  whofe  blood  is  dry,  whofe  fibres  gain 
TToo  ftretch’d  a tone ; and  hence  in  climes  adufl 
- ■>0  fudden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves, 
‘And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 
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Fly  if  you  can  thefe  violent  extremes  1 85 

Of  Air ; the  wholefome  is  nor  nioift  nor  dry. 

But  as  the  pow’r  of  chufing  is  deny’d 
To  half  mankind  a further  talk  enfues. 

How  heft  to  mitigate  thefe  fell  extremes, 

How  breathe  unhurt  the  with’ring  element  190 
Or  hazy  atniofpherc;  tho’  ciillom  moulds 
7'o  ev’ry  clime  the  foft  Promethean  clay', 

And  he  who  liifl.  the  fogs  of  Efiex  breath’d 
(So  kind  is  native  Air)  may  in  the  Fens 
Of  F.ffex  from  inveterate  ills  revive  195 

At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 

But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  heav’n  offend 

Corredl  the  foil,  and  dry  the  fources  up 

Of  wat’ry  exhalation  ; wide  and  deep 

Condudl  your  trenches  thro’  the  quaking  bog ; 2CO 

Solicitous  with  all  your  winding  arts 

Betray  th’  unwilling  lake  into  the  dream, 

And  weed  the  foreft,  and  invoke  the  winds 
To  break  the  toils  where  ftrangled  vapours  lie. 

Or  thro’  the  thickets  fend  the  crac'^ling  flames : 2C5 

Mean-time  at  home  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 

The  humid  Air,  and  let  your  table  fmoke 

With  folid  roafl,  or  bak’d,  or  what  the  herds 

Of  tamer  breed  fupply,  or  what  the  wilds 

Yield  to  the  toilfome  plcafurcs  ef  the  chafe ; 210 

Gen’rous  your  wine,  the  boaft  of  rip’ning  years, 

But  frugal  be  your  cups ; the  languid  frame,  ' 
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Vapid  and  funk  from  yeftcrday’s  debauch. 

Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat’ry  hcav’ns. 

But  neither  thefe  nor  all  Apollo’s  arts  a 15 

Difarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  Iky 

Unlefs  with  exercife  and  manly  toil 

Vou  brace  your  nerves  and  fpur  the  lagging  blood. 

The  fatt'ning  clime  let  all  the  fons  of  Eafe 

Avoid.  If  Indolence  would  wifh  to  live,  azo 

Go  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  flow  year 

In  fairer  flcies.  If  droughty  regions  parch 

1 he  Ikin  and  lung.s  and  bake  the  thkk’ning  blood, 

Deep  ip  the  waving  forcfl  chufe  your  feat. 

Where  fuming  trees  refrelh  the  thirfty  Air,  a25 
And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  fccret  beds, 

And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  llream. 

Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide,  and  let  the  cool 

The  moift  relaxing  vegetable  ftore 

Prevail  in  each  repaft;  your  food  fupply’d  230 

By  bleeding  life  be  gently  wafted  down 

By  foft  decoction  and  a mellowing  heat 

To  liquid  balm ; or  if  the  folid  mafs 

You  chufe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave. 

That  thro’  the  thirfty  channels  of  the  blood  235 
A fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 

The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  rcccfs 

Its  nedlar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 

To  drown  your  thirft,  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 

Of  keen  flicrbct  the  fickle  tafte  relieve ; 240 

Bij 
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For  with  the  vifcous  blood  the  fimple  ftream 
Will  hardly  mingle,  and  fermented  cups 
Oft  diffipatc  more  nioiftiire  than  they  give. 

Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  Winter  rolls 
1-Iis  horrours  o’er  the  world, thou  may’fl  indulge  245 
In  fcafts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  calk : then  too  the  fcourging  Air 
Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  droughts 
Allow  : hut  rarely  we  fuch  Ikies  blafpheme : 

Steep’d  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs  2JO 
Bedew’d,  our  feafons  droop;  incumbent  ftill 
A pond’rous  heav’n  o’erwhelms  the  finking  foul : 

I. ab’ring  with  ftorms  in  heapy  mountains  rife 
Th’  embattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  lhades 
Flad  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  Night,  255 

Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  fouth  defeends. 

Scarce  in  a lliow’rlefs  day  the  hcav’ns  indulge 
Our  melting  clime,  except  the  baleful  eaft  v 

Withers  the  tender  fpring  and  fourly  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.  Our  fathers  talk  260 

Of  fummers,  balmy  airs,  and  Ikies  ferene : 

Good  Heav’n ! for  what  unexpiated  crimes 
This  difmal  change ! The  brooding  elements 
Do  they,  your  pow’rful  minillers  of  wrath. 

Prepare  fome  fierce  exterminating  plague  ? 265 

Or  is  it  fix’d  in  the  decrees  above 
'I'hat  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 

Indulgent  Nature ! O dilTolve  this  gloom! 
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Bind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 
J hat  drown  or  wither,  give  the  genial  weft  270 
1 o breathe,  and  in  it»  turn  the  fprightly  north. 

And  may  once  more  the  circling  fcafons  rule 
The  year,  not  mix  in  ev’ry  monftrous  day! 

Mean-time  the  moift  malignity  to  Ihun 
Of  burden  d ikies,  mark  where  the  dry  champaign 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills,  where  marjoram  276 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  Air, 

And  where  the  cynorrhodon  * with  tile  rofc 
For  fragrance  vies,  for  in  the  thirtty  foil 
Moil  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatiek  tribes : 280 

There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  balking  fteep 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpitable  lires, 

And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife, 

The  fummer  cv’ning  bluiliing  in  the  weft. 

While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind  285 
O’erhung  defends  you  from  the  bluft’ring  north 
And  bleak  afilidion  of  the  peevilb  eaft. 

6 when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  foreft  fludluates  in  the  ftorm. 

To  fink  in  warm  repofe  and  hear  the  din  290 

Howl  o’er  the  ftcady  battlements  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  fleep ! 

"rhe  murm’ring  rivulet  and  the  hoarfer  ftrain 
•Of  waters  ruihing  o’er  the  flipp’ry  rocks 
*Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambroCal  reft.  295 

* The  vild  rofc,  or  that  which  grows  on  the  common  brier. 
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To  pleafe  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good 
Where  Healtli  is  ftudy’d ; for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight  promotes  the  juft 
And  nat’ral  movements  of  tli’  harmonious  frame. 
Befides,  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  Ibakes  3CO 

The  trembling  Air  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill. 

From  vale  to  mountain,  with  inceflant  change 
<)f  pureft  element,  refrefhing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat  and  uninfctfted  gods. 

Chiefly  for  this  I praife  the  man  who  builds  305 
I ligh  on  the  breezy  ridge  whofe  lofty  fides 
Th’  ethereal  deep  with  epdlefs  billows  cha/cs; 

His  purer  maiilion  nor  contagious  years 
.Shall  reach  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs  from  lake  or  fenny  plain  3IQ 
1 n volvc  my  hill ! and  wherefoe’er  you  build,  1 ' 

Whether  on  funburnt  lipfom  or  the  plains 
Wafli’d  by  tlie  fllent  Lee,  in  Chclfta  low 
Or  high  Blackhcath,  with  wintry  winds  alTaird, 

Dry  be  your  houfe,  but  airy  more  than  warm,  31^ 
Fife  ev’ry  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
Your  tender  body  thro’  with  rapid  pains. 

Fierce  coughs  will  teafe  you,  hoarfenefs  bind  your 
Or  moift  gravedo  load  your  aking  brows.  [voice, 
Thefe  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell  320 
In  cloiflcr’d  Air  tainted  with  fteaming  life, 
l.ct  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms, 

And  flill  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  ev’ry  window  drink  the  litjuid  Ccy, 
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•veed  we  the  funny  fituation  here  3^5 

And  theatres  open  to  the  Ibuth  commend, 

Here  where  the  Morning’s  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ? How  Cckly  grow, 

J-Iow  pale,  the  plants  in  thofc  ill-fated  vales 
That  circled  round  with  the  gigantick  heap  330 
Of  mountains  never  felt,  nor  ever  hojje 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun! 

■While  on  the  neighb’ring  hill  the  rofe  inflames 
The  verdant  fpring,  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
'J'hc  tender  lily  languifhingly  fweet,  335 

O’er  ev’ry  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 

And  autumn  ripens  in  the  fummcr’s  ray. 

Nor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 

The  foft’ring  fun,  whofe  energy  divine 

Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire,  whofe  geii’rous  heat  340 

Glows  thro’  the  mafs  of  grolfer  elements, 

And  kindles  into  life  the  pond’rous  fpheres : 

Cheer’d  by  thy  kind  invigorating  war  mth 
W'e  court  thy  beams  great  Majefty  of  D.ay ! 

If  not  the  foul  the  regent  of  this  world, 

Firfl-born  of  Heav’n,  and  only  lefs  than  God  I 34  6 
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BOOK  II.  DIET. 

N 0 u G H of  Air ; a defert  fubje(£l  now, 

Ro  iijfher  and  wilder,  rifes  to  my  fight ; 

A barren  wafte,  where  not  a garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Mufe’s  brow,  not  ev’n  a proud 
Stupendous  folitude  frowns  o’er  the  heath  5 

To  roufe  a noble  horrour  in  the  foul, 

But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  Errour  leads 
Thro’  endlefs  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 

Farewell  ethereal  Fields!  the  humbler  arts 

Of  life,  the  Table  and  the  homely  Gods,  lo 

Demand  my  fong  : ElyCan  Gales  adieu ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fpirits  flow, 
Thegen’rous  ftream  that  waters  ev’ry  part. 

And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life,  conveys 
T o ev’ry  particle  that  moves  or  lives,  1 5 

This  vital  fluid,  thro’  unnumber’d  tubes 
Pour’d  by  the  heatt,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded,  fcourg’d  for  ever  round  and  round^ 
Enrag’d  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature ; virulent  and  thin  j* 

It  grows,  and  now  but  that  a thoufand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight  it  would  deflroy 
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The  parts  it  cherifti’d  and  repair’d  before. 

Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 

Melt  in  the  mildcfl  moft  nctflareous  tide  Zj 

That  rip’ning  Nature  rolls,  as  in  the  ftteam 

Its  crumbling  banks;  but  what  the  vital  force 

Of  plaftick  fluids  hourly  batters  down 

That  very  force  thofe  plaflick  particles 

Rebuild  : fo  n. stable  the  ftate  of  man ! 30 

For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv’n, 

Daily  with  frcfli  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expenfe  of  life, 

This  neceffary  wafte  of  flelh  and  blood : 

Hence  the  contotftive  pow’rs  with  various  art  35 
Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle, 

The  chyle  to  blood,  the  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  which  thro’  finer  arteries 
To  diff’rent  parts  their  winding  courfe  purfue, 

To  try  new  changes  and  new  forms  put  on  40 
Or  for  the  publick  or  fomc  private  ufe. 

Nothing  fo  foreign  but  th’  athletick  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.  The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears  or  aliments  too  thin. 

By  violent  pow’rs  too  caCly  fubdu’d,  45 

'l  oo  foon  expell’d.  His  daily  labour  thaws 
'Id  friendly  chyle  the  moft  rebellious  mafs 
'1  hat  fait  can  harden  or  the  fmoke  of  years; 

Nor  does  bis  gorge  the  lufeious  bacon  rue. 
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Nor  that  which  Ceftria  fends,  tenacious  pafte  50 
Of  folid  milk.  But  ye  of  fofter  clay. 

Infirm  and  delicate,  and  ye  who  wafte 
With  pale  and  bloated  doth  the  tedious  day, 

Avoid  the  ftubborn  aliment,  avoid 

The  full  repaft,  and  let  fagacious- Age  55 

Grow  wifer  leffon’d  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz’d  to  chyle  the  liquid  food 
Readied  obeys  th’  aflimilating  pow’rs, 

And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Relents,  and  foon  the  young  of  thofe  that  tread  60 
The  fledfall:  earth  or  cleave  the  green  abyfs 
Or  pathlefs  Iky.  And  if  the  fleer  mull  fall, 

In  youth  and  fanguine  vigour  let  him  die. 

Nor  flay  till  rigid  age  or  heavy  ails 

Abfolve  him  ill -requited  from  the  yoke.  65 

Some  with  high  forage  and  lu.xuriant  eafe 

Indulge  the  vet’ran  ox;  but  wifer  thou 

From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downs 

Expedl  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed, 

A race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife  70 

Refin’d  and  fcanty  fare;  for  old  or  young 
The  flail’d  arc  never  healthy  nor  the  cramm’d. 

Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholcfome  food  th’  abominable  growth 
Of  reft  and  gluttony;  the  prudent  tafte  75 

Rejedls  lik^  bane  fuch  loathfome  lufcioi^fnefs; 

The  languid  ftomach  curfes  ev’n  the  pure 
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Delicious  fat  and  all  the  race  of  oil, 

For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 

Its  feeble  tone,  and  with  the  eager  lymph  8o 

(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 

Coyly  they  mix,  and  flum  with  flipp’ry  wiles 
The  woo’d  embrace.  Th’  irrefoluble  oil. 

So  gentle  late  and  blandiftiing,  in  floods 

Of  rancid  bile  o’crflows;  what  tumults  hence  85 

What  horrours  rife  were  naufeous  to  relate. 

Chule  leaner  viands  ye  whofe  jovial  make 
'J'oo  fdft  the  gummy  nutriment  imbihes, 

Chufc  fobcr  meals,  and  roufe  to  adlive  life 

Your  cumbrous  clay,  nor  on  th’  enfeebling  down  90 

Irrefolutc  protradf  the  morning  hours; 

But  let  the  man  whofe  bones  are  thinly  clad 
With  cheerful  tafe  and  fucculent  rcpafl 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ; for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfedf  fanity.  95 

I could  relate  what  table  this  demands 
Or  that  complexion,  what  the  various  pow’rs 
Of  various  foods;  but  fifty  years  would  roll 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  done. 

Befides,  there  often  lurks  fonie  namclefs,  flrange,  ICO 
Peculiar  thing,  ntu"  on  the  fkin  difplay’d. 

Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  feen. 

Which  finds  a poifon  in  the  food  that  moft 
The  temp’rature  alfedls.  There  are  whofe  blood 
Impetucus  rages  thro’  the  turgid  veins  105 
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Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moift  melon  or  pale  cucumber ; 

Of  chilly  nature  others  fiy  the  board 
Supply’d  with  flaughter,  and  the  vernal  pow’rs 
For  cooler  kinder  fuficnance  implore : ' no 

Some  ev’n  the  gen’rous  nutriment  deleft 
Which  in  the  Ihell  the  fleeping  embryo  rears : 

Some,  more  unhappy  ftill,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales,  foft,  delicious,  and  benign. 

The  balmy  quinteffence  of  ev’ry  flow’r,  115 

And  ev’ry  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  fprlng, 

The  foft’ring  dew  of  tender  fprouting  life, 

The  beft  refedion  of  declining  age. 

The  kind  reftorative  of  thofe  who  lie 

Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  ftrlfe  120 

Of  nature  ftruggling  in  the  grafp  of  death, 

Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe 

There  is  not  fuch  a falutary  food 

As  fuits  with  ev’ry  ftomach  : but  (except 

Amid  the  mingled  mafs  of  fifii  and  fowl,  I2j 

And  boil’d  and  bak’d,  you  hefttate  by  which 

You  funk  opprtfs’d,  or  whether  not  by  all) 

Taught  by  experience  foon  you  may  difcerii 
What  pleafes  what  offends.  Avoid  the  cates 
That  lull  the  ficken’d  appetite  too  long,  130 

Or  heave  with  fev’rifh  flufiiings  all  the  face. 

Burn  in  thepalms,  and  parch  the  rough’ning  tongue, 
Or  much  dlutinifti  gr  too  mnch  increale 
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Th’  expenfe  which  Nature’s  wife  ccononiy 
\\'ithout  or  wade  or  avarice  maintains. 

Such  cates  abjur’d  let  prowling  Hunger  loofe, 

And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will; 

They  Icarce  can  err  amid  the  various  florcs 
That  burft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  talle  the  ruthlefs  king 
Of  beafts  on  blood  and  daughter  only  lives } 

'i'he  tiger,  form’d  alike  to  cruel  meals, 

Would  at  the  manger  ftarve;  of  milder  feeds 
The  gen’rous  horfe  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  his  wilh,  tho’  fabling  Greece  refound 
The  Thracian  deeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  Inftund’s  never-erring  pow’i* 

Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment; 

13ut  man,  tli’  inliabitant  of  ev’ry  clime. 

With  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds.  lyo 

Direfled,  bounded,  by  this  poiV’r  within 
Their  cravings  are  well  aim’d.  Voluptuous  mai> 

Is  by  fuperiour  faculties  mifled, 

Alifled  from  pleafure  ev’n  in  qued  of  joy. 

Sated  with  Nature’s  boons,  what  thoufands  feck,  155 

V.’ith  difhes  tortur’d  from  their  native  tafte 

And  mad  variety,  to  fpur  beyond 

Its  wifer  will  the  jaded  appetite  I 

Is  this  for  pleafure  f learn  a juftcr  talle. 

And  know  that  tcmp’rance  is  true  luxury  : iCo 

Or  is  it  pride  piirfue  fomc  nobler  aim; 
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Difmifs  your  parafites  who  praifc  for  hire, 

^nd  earn  the  fair  eRcem  of  honeft  men, 

Whcfe  praife  is  fame.  Form’d  of  fuch  clay  as  your’s 
The  fitk  the  needy  Riivcr  at  your  gates ; 165 

r.v’n  inodeil  Want  may  blcfs  your  hand  unfeen, 
Tho’  hufh’d  in  patient  wretchednefs  at  home. 

Is  there  no  virgin  grac’d  with  ev’ry  charm 
But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 

No  youth  of  genius  whofc  ncgledbed  bloom  1 70 
Unfodcr’d  fickens  in  the  barren  fhade.'' 

No  worthy  man  by  Fortune’s  random  blows, 

Or  by  a heart  too  gen’rous  and  humane, 

Conftrain’d  to  leave  his, happy  natal  feat. 

And  figh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ? 175 

I'liere  arc  while  human  mifcrics  abound 
A thoufand  ways  to  wafle  fnperiluous  wealth 
Without  one  fool  or  flatt’rer  at  your  board. 

Without  one  hour  of  fickncfs  or  difguft. 

But  other  ills  th’  ambiguous  feaft  purftie  i 8q 
Befides  provoking  the  lalcivious  tafle. 

Such  various  food.s  tho’  hannlcfs  each  alone 
Each  other  violate,  and  oft’  we  fee 
What  flrife  is  brew’d  and  what  pernicious  bane 
From  combinations  of  inno-cious  things.  185 

'I'll’  unbounded  tadc  I mean  not  to  confine 
'J  o hermit’s  Diet  nccrilefsly  fevere: 

But  would  you  long  the  fwcets  of  Health  enjoy 
Or  hufoand  pleafure,  at  one  impious  meal 
EEJiaufi.  not  .half  the  bounties  of  the  year  190 
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Of  ev’ry  realm.  It  matters  not  mean-while 
How  much  to-morrow  dilTer  from  to-day  ; 

So  far  indulge : it  is  fit  befidcs  that  man. 

To  change  obno.\ious,  be  to  change  inur’d  : 

I3ut  llay  the  curious  appetite,  and  tafte 
With  caution  fruits  you  never  try’d  before : 

For  want  of  ufe  the  hindeft  aliment 
Sometimes  offends,  while  cuflom  tames  the  rage 
Of  poifon  to  mild  amity  with  life. 

So  Heav’n  has  form’d  us  to  the  gen’ral  taflc  200 
Of  all  its  gifts,  fo  cuflom  has  improv’d 
This  bent-of  Nature,  that  few  Ample  foods  > 

Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean,  yield 
But  by  excefs  offend.  Beyond  the  fenfe 
Of  light  refedion  at  the  genial  board  . 

Indulge  not  often,  nor  protrad  the  feaft 
Jo  dull  fatiety,  till  foft  and  flow 
A drow'zy  death  creeps  on,  th’  expanfive  foul 
Opprefs’d  and  fmother’d  the  celeflial  fire. 

The  flomach  urg’d  beyond  its  adive  tone 
Hardly  to  nutriniental  chyle  fubdues 
The  foftefl  food;  unfinifh’d  and  deprav’d. 

The  chyle  in  all  its  future  wand’rings  owns 
It^  turbid  fountain,  not  by  purer  ftreams 
So  to  be  clear’d  but  foulnefs  will  remain. 

To  fparkling  wine  what  fergient  can  exalt 
Th’  unripen’d  grape  or  what  mechanickfkill 
iFrom  the  crude  ore  can  fpin  the  dudilc  gold 
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Grofs  riot  treafures  up  a wcahhy  fund 
Oi  plagues,  but  more  immedicable  ills  310 

.Attend  the  lean  extreme ; for  phyfiek  knows 
How  to  diiburden  the  too  tumid  veins, 
lev’ll  how  to  ripen  the  half-lahcur’d  blood; 

Lut  to  unlock  the  elemental  tulres' 

Collaps’d  and  fhruiik  with  long  inanity,  325 

.And  with  balfamick  nutriment  repair 
The  dry’d  and  worn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green  and  wear  a fecond  fpring, 

Or  the  tall  afli  long  lavifh’d  from  the  foil 
Thro’  wither’d  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew.  330 
When  hunger  calls  obey,  nor  often  wait 
Till  hunger  fharptn  to  corrofivc  pain ; 

For  the  keen  appetite  will  fcall  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear,  and  one  extreme 
Ke’er  v/ithout  danger  meets  its  own  reverfe.  333? 
■foo  greedily  th’  cxhaiifted  veins  abforb 
’i'he  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  pow’rs 
Oft’  to  th’  cxtindlion  of  the  vital  flame. 

To  the  pale  cities  by  the  iirm-fet  fitge 

And  famine  humbled  may  this  verfe  be  borne ; 340 

.And  hear  ye  hardieft  Sons  that  Albion  breeds, 

I.ong  tofs’d  and  famifh’doii  the  wintry  main! 

'i’he  war  fliook  off,  or  hofpitable  fhorc 
Attain’d,  with  temp’rance  bear  the  fhoekof  joy, 
Nor  crown  with  feflive  rites  th’  aufpicious  day ; 34/ 
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Such  fcaft  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  waves. 
Than  war  or  famine.  While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on, 

But  prudently  fomeut  the  wand’ring  fpark 
With  what  the  foonell  feeds  its  kindred  touch:  %$o 
Be  frugal  ev’n  of  that ; a little  give 
At  firil,  that  kindled  add  a little  more, 

Till  by  dclib’rate  nourifhing  the  flame 
Reviv’d  with  ail  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tho’  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune)  35^ 
Extremes  have  each  their  vice,  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that ; fo  nature  learns  to  bear 


Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.  Befides,  a meagre  day  fubdues  260 
The  cruder  clods  by  floth  or  luxury  ■. 

Colled! cd,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 

Sometimes  a coy  averfion  to  the  feaft 
Comes  on  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lowers; 

Then  is  a time  to  Ihun  the  tempting  board  265 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day : 

Perhaps  a fall  fo  feafonable  ftarves 
The  latent  feeds  of  wo,  which  rooted  once 
Might  coft.  you  labour:  but  the  day  return’d 
Of  feftal  luxury  the  wife  indulge  j-q 

Moll  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed ; 

Then  chiefly  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  bra.tenhcav'a?,  or  angry  Sirius  flieds 

Ciij 
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A fev’rifti  taint  thro’ t]ie  (llll  gulf  of  air; 

The  moift  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup  375 
From  the  frefh  dairy-virgin’s  lib’ral  hand, 

Will  fave  your  head  from  harm  tho’  round  the  world 
The  dreaded  caufos  * roll  his  waflefiil  fires. 

Pale  humid  Winter  loves  the  gen’rous  board. 

The  meal  more  copious,  and  a warmer  fare,  aSo 
And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.  1 he  fcafons  which  divide 
Th’  empires  of  heat  and  cold,  by  neither  claim’d. 
Influenc’d  by  both,  a middle  regimen 
Impofe.  T'hro’  autumn’s  knguilhing  domain  285 
Defcending  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury;  but  from  the  depth 
Of  winter  when  th’  invigorated  year 
Emerges,  when  Favonius,  flufli’d  with  love, 

'I'oyful  and  young,  in  ev’ry  breeze  defeends  29a 
jMore  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride, 

Then  Shepherds!  then  begin  to  fpare  your  flocks. 
And  learn  with  wile  humanity  to  check 
The  lull  of  blood.  Now'  pregnant  earth  commits 
A various  offspring  to  th’  indulgent  Iky,  295 

Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavifh  hand 
The  prone  creation,  yields  what  once  fulfic’d 
’’Fheir  dainty  I'ov’reign  when  the  world  was  young. 
Ere  yet  the  barb’rous  tbirfl:  of  blood  had  feiz’d 
The  human  bread. — Eafh  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  fiiits  it  moft  ; fo  docs  each  clime.  301 
* The  burning  fever. 
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Tar  in  the  horrid  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th’  eftablifli’d  ocean  heaps  a monftrous  wafte 
Of  Ihiniug  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole. 
There  lives  a hardy  race,  whofe  plaincft  wants 
Kelentlefs  earth,  their  cruel  ilepmother. 

Regards  not.  On  the  w-allc  of  iron  fields 
Untam’d,  intradable,  no  har veils  wave; 

Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownilh  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.  In  this  frozen  world 
Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain ; a fitter  meal 
Is  earn’d  with  eafe,  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 
Of  Ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  gen’rous  fare  and  luxury  profufe. 

'J  hefe  arc  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know, 
Thefe  and  their  willing  Have  the  deer,  that  crops 
1 he  llirubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 

Oirt  by  the  burning  zone  not  thus  the  South 
Her  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind  maintains. 

Or  thirlly  Libya,  from  whofe  fervid  loins 
d'hc  lion  burfts  and  ev’ry  fiend  that  roams 
Jh  affrighted  wildcrnefs.  The  mountain  herd 
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Aduft  and  dry  no  fwcet  repaft  affords, 

Kor  does  the  tepid  main  fuch  kinds  produce, 

So  perfe<a-,  fo  dtiicious,  as  the  fhoals  32 

Of  icy  Zembla.  Ralhly  where  the  blood 
hrews  fev’rilh  frays,  where  fcarcc  the  tubes  fullain 
Us  tumid  fervour  and  tempeftuous  courfc, 
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Kind  Nature  terypts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe  : 

But  here  in  livid  ripeuel’s  mcks  the  grape,  330 
Here  fiiiijli’d  by  invigorating  funs 
Thro'  the  green  (hade  the  golden  orange  glows, 
Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A gen’rous  pulp,  the  coco  fwells  on  high 
With  milky  riches,  and  in  horrid  mail  335 

'The  crifp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  fwccts, 

Earth’s  Vaunted  progeny ! in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  flourifli,  cv’n  too  proud  to  live, 

Or  hardly  rais’d  by  artificial  fire 

To  vapid  life  : here  with  a mother’s  fmile  340 

Glad  Amalthca  pours  her  copious  horn; 

Here  buxom  Geres  reigns;  th’  autumnal  fea 
In  boundlefs  billows  fludluatcso’er  their  plains : 
What  fuits  the  climate  bed,  what  fuits  the  men. 
Nature  profufes  moll,  and  moll  the  talle  34J 

Demands.  The  fountain  edg’d  with  racy  wine 
Or  acid  fruit  bedews  their  thirfly  fouls  ; 

The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 
Supports  in  elfe  intolerable  air. 

While  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  affuage  35 1 

The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come  ye  Naiads ! to  the  fountains  lead ; 

Now  let  me  wander  thro’  your  gelid  reign ; 

1 burn  to  view  th’  enthufiaftick  wilds  555 

By  mortal  eKe  untrod.  1 hear  the  din 
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•Of  waters  thund’ring  o’er  the  ruin’d  cliffs; 

'"With  holy  rev’rcncc  I approach  the  rocks 
W hence  glide  the  ftreanis  renown’d  in  ancient  fong. 
Here  from  the  dtfert  down  the  rumbling  fleep  36b 
Fir  (I  fprings  the  Nile,  here  burfts  the  founding  Po 
In  angry  waves,  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  call, 

And  there  in  Gothick  folitude  reclin’d 
The  checrltfs  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  urn.  365 
What  folemn  twilight ! w hat  ftupendous  Ibades 
In  wrap  thefe  infant  floods!  thro’  cv’ry  nerve 
A fact  ei’i  horroiir  thrills,  a pleafing  fear 
elides  o’er  my  frame.  Vhe  foreft  deepens  round, 
And  more  gigantick  flill  th’  impending  trees  370 
Stretch  their  extravagant  arms  athwart  the  gloom! 
Are  thefe  the  confines  of  fomc  Fairy  world, 

A land  of  Genii  / Say  beyond  thefe  wilds 
What  unknown  nations?  if  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies;  and  whither  leads,  375 

I’o  what  ftrange  regions  or  o blifs  or  pain. 

That  fubterraneous  way  ? Propitious  Maids! 
Condudl:  me  while  with  fearful  flops  1 tread 
1 his  trembling  ground.  The  talk  remains  to  fing 
Your  gifts,  (fo  Paton,  fo  the  Pow’rs  of  Health,  380 
Command)  to  praife  your  cryftal  element, 

The  chief  ingredient  in  Hcav’n’s  various  works, 
Whofc  flc*xile  geniut  fparkles  in  the  gem. 

Crows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine. 
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The  vehicle,  the  fource,  of  nutriment  3 

And  life  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O comfortable  Streams!  with  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thirfty  quaff 
New  life.in  you ; frefb  vigodr  fills  their  veins. 

No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew,  3^ 

None  warmer  fought  the  fires  of  humankind : 
Happy  in  temp’rate  peace  their  equal  days 
Felt  not  th’  alternate  fits  of  fev’rifh  mirth 
And  fick  dejedlion  : ftill  ferene  and  pleas’d 
They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  foul  3< 
With  plcafure  yields  to  and  would  ne’er  forget : 
Bleft  with  divine  immunity  from  ails 
Long  centuries  they  liv’d ; their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fleep  than  death. 

Oh ! could  thofe  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vifit  their  degen’rate  fens,  4c 

How  would  they  fcorn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improv’d  to  pain ! 

Too  happy  they  I but  wealth  brought  luxury, 

And  luxury  on  floth  begot  difeafe.  4c 

Learn  temp’ranceFriends ! and  hear  without  difda 
The  choice  of  water.  Thus  the  Coan  fage  • 

Opin’d,  and  thus  the  learn’d  of  ev’ry  fchool ; 

What  leafl  of  foreign  principles  partakes 

Is  bcfl ; the  lighteft  then  what  bears  the  touch  4 1 

Of  fire  the  lead,  and  fooneft  mounts  in  air  ; 

* Hippocrates. 
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IThe  mod  infipid  the  mod  void  of  fmell. 

4 Such  the  rude  mountain  from  his  horrid  fidcs 
'Pours  down,  fuch  waters  in  the  fandy  vale 
' For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frofts  415 

i And  fummer’s  heat  feciire.  The  cryftal  dream 
IThro’  rocks  refounding,  or  for  many  a mile 
1 O’er  the  chardpebbleshurlcd,yieldswholefome,purei 
(And  mellow  draughts,  except  when  winter  thaws, 
(And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide.  4Z0 
’Tho’  third  were  e’er  fo  refolute  avoid 
’The  fordid  lake,  and  all  fuch  drowfy  floods 
(As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia’s  flow  canals, 

^(VVith  red  corrupt,  with  vegetation  green, 

1 Squalid  with  generation  and  the  birth  425 

i Of  little  monders)  till  the  pow’rof  fire 

ii  Has  from  profane  embraces  difengag’d 

iT^e  violated  lymph.  The  virgin  dream 
In  boiling  wades  its  finer  foul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  Ample  element  dilutes  430 

'!Thc  food,  or  gives  the  chyle  fo  foon  to  flow  ; 
li  But  where  the  domach,  indolent  and  cold, 
iJToys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
tlTh’  infipid  dream,  tho’  golden  Ceres  yields 
I A more  voluptuous  a more  fprightly  draught,  435 
I Perhaps  more  adlive : wine  unmix’d,  and  all 
1 1 he  giuy  floods  that  from  the  vex’d  aliyfs 
I Of  fermentation  fpring,  with  fpirit  li  aught, 

(And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire. 
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Retard  conco(51ion,  and  prcferve  unt haw’d  440 
Th’  enibody’d  niafs.  You  fee  what  countlefs  years, 
Embalm’d  in  fiery  quinteflence  of  wine. 

The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 

The  tender  i udiments  of  life,  the  Aim 
Unravellings  of  minute  anatomy,  445 

Maintain  their  texture  and  unchang'd  remain. 

\Ve  curfe  not  wine  ; the  vile  excefs  we  blame. 
More  fruitful  than  th’  accumulated  board 
Of  pain  and  mifery ; for  the  fubtik  draught 
Fafter  and  furer  fwells  the  vital  tide,  450 

And  with  more  aiflive  poifon  than  the  Hoods 
Of  grolTer  crudity  convey  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 

Ah ! fly  Deceiver ! branded  o’er  and  o’er. 

Yet  kill  believ’d ! exulting  o’er  the  wreck  455 

Of  fober  vows ! — But  the  Parnaflian  Maids  - 
Another  time  perhaps  fhall  fing  the  joys, 

The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes,  of  tvine. 

Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  various  pow’rs  *. 

, Mean-time  I w'ould  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
Mor  ev’ry  trefpafs  Ihun.  The  fev’rifli  krife  461 
Rous’d  by  the  rare  debauch  fubdues,  expels. 

The  loit’ring  crudities  that  burden  life, 

And  like  a torrent  full  and  rapid  clears 
Th’  obkrucled  tubes.  Befides,  this  reklefs  world 
Is  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit’s  pow’r  466 
See  Boot  IV, 
t 


37 


Kolll.  ARr  OF  PRESERVING  KEAEINi 


470 


4 7i 


I o icarn  to  bear  is  tafier  than  to  fliun. 

All ! when  ambition,  meajrre  love  of  gold, 

Or  facred  country-,  calls  with  mello  wing  wine 
To  moiaen  well  the  thirfty  fuflrages. 

Say  how-,  unfeafon’d  to  the  midni^t  frays 
01  Comui  anti  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
W itli  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur’d  } 

I’nitn  karn  to  revel,  but  by  How  degrees; 

E-By  flow  dcgi CCS  the  Jib’ral  arts  arc  won  ’ 

And  Hercules  grew  ftrong.  But  when  yon  fmooth 
. J*e  brows  of  Care  indulge  your  fellive  vein 
pn  cups  by  wellinfurm’d  experience  found 
^hc  lean  your  bane,  and  only  with  your  friends  • 
rrhere  arc  fweet  follies,  frailties,  to  be  feen  .go 
!-By  friends  alone  and  men  of  gen’roiis  minds. 

•Oh  fcldoin  may  the  fated  Imurs  return 
lOf  drinking  deep ! I would  not  daily  tailc, 
t.xcept  when  hie  declines,  ev’n  fober  cups'. 

w.th 'ring  Age  no  rigid  law  forbids 
•vifith  fiugaineaar fmooth  and  flow,  with  balm 
ITh-j  faplels  habit  daily  to  bedew, 

gi  ve  the  hcfltatlr.g  wheels  of  life 
diblicr  to  play  : but  youth  has  better  jovs; 

And  is  it  wife  when  youth  with  pkafurc  flows  4 qq 
H o fquando-  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  .? 

V.'hat  dext’rous  thoufandsjuft  within  the  goal 
J1  Wild  dcliauch  dircd  their  nightly  courfe ! 
fahap;  no  fldtly  oi-alms  b-ediui  their  days, 
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No  morning  admonitions  fliock  the  head;  495 
Put  ah  what  woes  remain ! life  rolls  apace, 

And  that  incurable  difeafe  old  age. 

In  youthful  bodies  more  feverely  felt, 

More  fternly  adlive,  fhakes  their  blafled  prime. 
Except  kind  Nature  by  fomc  hafty  blow  ICO 

Prevent  the  ling’ring  Fates  : for  know  whatc’er 
Eeyond  its  natural  fervour  hunks  on 
The  fanguine  tide,  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 
High-fcafon’d  fare,  or  exercife  to  toil 
Protradled,  fpurs  to  its  laft  ftage  tir’d  life,  505 
And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  fnow. 

XVhen  life  is  new  the  dudfile  fibres  feel 
The  heart’s  increafing  force,  and  day  by  day 
The  growth  advances,  till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (from  their  * elemental  veins  5 lo 

Condens’d  to  foliii  chords)  a firmer  tone, 

Suftain,  and  juft  fuflain,  tli’  impetuoubhlood  : 

Here  ftops  the  growtli.  With  overbearing  pulfe 
And  preffure  ftill  the  great  deftroy  the  fmall, 

* In  tile  human  body  as  well  as  in  tliofe  of  other  anmials  the 
larger  blood  velTels  are  compofed  of  fmaller  ones,  which  by  the 
violent  motion  and  prclfurc  of  the  fluids  in  the  large  vctl'cls  lofe 
their  cavities  by  degrees,  and  degenerate  into  iiupciviuus 
chords  or  fibres.  In  proportion  as  tliefe  fmall  vefiels  become 
folid  die  larger  mult  of  conrfc  grow  lefs  cxtcnfile,  more  rigid, 
and  make  a Ilronger  reliltance  lo  the  adion  of  the  heart  and 
force  of  the  blood.  From  tills  gradual  condenfation  of  die  fmall- 
er veflels,  and  confei|ueiit  rigidity  of  the  larger  ones,  the  pro- 
grefs  of  the  human  body  from  infancy  to  old  age  is  accountci 
for. 
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Still  with  the  mins  of  the  fmal!  grow  llrong : 315 

I.ifeglows  mean-time  amid  the  grinding  force 
Of  vifcuous  fluids  and  elallick  tubes ; 

Its  various  fundfions  vig'roufly  are  piy’d 

By  ftrong  machin’ry,  and  in  folid  Health 

J he  man  confirm’d  long  triumphs  o’er  difeafe.  520 

But  the  full  ocean  ebbs : there  is  a point 

)3y  Nature  fiit’d  whence  life  mufl  downward  tend; 

For  ftill  the  beating  tide  confolidates 

"T  he  ftubborn  vcflels,  more  rtludlant  ftill 

Xo  the  weak  throbs  of  th’  illfupjtorted  heart  t 5^5 

1 his  languifhing,  thefe  ftrength'ning,  by  degrees 

To  hard  unyielding  unelaftick  bone, 

Thro’  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 
Crawls  lazily,  and  hardlv  w'anders  on; 


Itluiters  ftill,  and  now  it  ftirs  no  more.  330 

T his  is  the  period  few  attain,  the  death 
Of  Nature.  Thus  (fo  Heav’n  ordain’d  it)  life 
Deftroys  irftlf;  and  could  thefe  laws  have  chang’d 
^’eftor  might  now  the  fates  of  Troy  relate. 

And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  fong.  ^35 

\\  hat  does  not  fade  ? l hetow'’r  that  long  hadftood 
The  criifli  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds 
Shook  by  the  flow  but  fure  deftroyer  Time 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o’er  its  bafe. 

And  flinty  pyramids  and  walls  of  brafs  J40 

Defcend.  The  Babylonian  fpircs  are  funk; 

Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt,  moulder  down. 
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'rime  rtiaTies  tlie  {table  tyranny  of  thrones, 

And  tott’flnj'  empires  rufti  by  their  own  weigli 
This  htjjre  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old, 

And  all  thofe  worlds  that  roil  around  the  fun, 
The  fun  himfelf,  flirdl  die,  and  ancient  Night 
Again  involve  the  defolate  abyfs, 

'I'ill  the  great  fatlier  thro’  the  lifelefs  gloom 
lixtend  his  arm  to  light  another  world. 

And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws : 

For  thro’  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace, 
Where  unconlin’d  Omnipotence  has  room. 
Being  in  various  fyflems  fludluates  llill 
Between  creation  and  abhorr’d  decay; 

It  ever  did,  perhaps  and  ever  will : 

New  worlds  are  ftill  emerging  from  the  deep, 
The  old  deicending  in  their  turns  to  rife. 
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ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH, 

BOOK  III.  EXERCISE. 

T.  iiRo’  various  toils  th’  advent’rous  Mufe  has  paft. 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 

Rude  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong, 

Plain,  and  of  little  ornament,  and  I 

But  little  praAis’d  in  thWonian  arts : 5 

Yet  not  in  vain  fuch  Labours  have  we  try’d 

If  aught  thefe  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 

To  you  ye  Delicate ! I write,  for  voii 
I tame  my  y'outh  to  philofophick  cares. 

And  grow  fiill  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps.  10 
! Not  to  debilitate  with  tim’rous  rules 
A hardy  frame,  nor  needlefsly  to  brave 
; Unglcrious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  ftrength. 

Is  all  the  leflbn  that  in  wholefome  vears 
I Concerns  the  ftrong.  His  care  were  ill  bcftow’d  15 
' Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurfe 
'The  thriving  oak  which  on  the  mountain’s  brow 
LBears  all  the  blafts  that  fweep  the  wintry  heav’n. 

Behold  the  lab’rcr  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
Hn  duft,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  fukry  fkies: 

*Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood 
iNought  anxious  he  what  fickly  liars  afcend. 
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He  knows  no  laws  by  ^fculapiiis  Riv’n, 

He  ftudies  none ; yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infefl;  nor  thofe  envenom’d  lhafts  that  fly  45 

"V^Hien  rapid  Sirius  fires  th’  autumnal  noon. 

His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  tem.p’rate  meals, 
Robufl  with  labour,  and  by  cuftom  fteel’d 
To  cv’ry  cafualty  of  vary’d  life, 

Serene  he  bears  the  peevifh  eaflern  blaft,  30 

And  uninfeiSted  breathes  the  mortal  fouth. 

Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  fober  life, 

()f  labour  fuch.  By  Health  the  peafant’s  toil 

Is  well  repaid,  if  exercife  were  pain 

Indeed  and  temp’rance  pain.  By  arts  like  thefe  33 

I.aconia  nurs’d  of  old  her  hardy  fons. 

And  Rome’s  unconquer’d  legions  urg’d  their  way 
Unhurt  thro'  ev’ry  toilin  ev’ry  clime. 

Toil  and  be  ftrong.  By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a more  compacted  tone ; 4® 

The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  fubdu’d. 

Mellow’d,  and  fubtiliz’d,  the  vapid  old 
Expcird,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 

Come  my  Companions!  ye  who  feel  the  charms 
Of  Nature  and  the  year ; come,  let  us  ftray  4^ 

Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk; 
Come  while  the  foft  voluptuous  breezes  fan 
The  fleecy  heav’ns,  inwrap  the  limbs  in  balm. 

And  Ibcd  a charming  languor  o’er  the  foul; 

Nor  when  bright  Winter  fows  with  prickly  froft  50 
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The  vigVous  ether  in  unmanly  warmth 
Indulge  at  home,  nor  ev’n  when  Eunis’  blafts 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab’ring  woods. 

IVIy  lib’ral  walks,  favc  when  the  Ikies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  feafon  fhould  confine  55 

Or  to  the  cloifter’d  gall’ry  or  arcade. 

Go  climb  the  mountain ; from  th’  ethereal  fonree 
Imbibe  the  recent  gale.  The  cheerful  morn 
Beams  o’er  the  hills ; go  mount  th’  exulting  deed  : 
Already  fee  the  deep-mouth’d  beagles  catch  60 
The  tainted  mazes,  and  on  eager  fport 
Intent  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace  : or  if  a nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  defp’rate  deer, 

And  thro’  its  deeped  folitudes  awake  ,65 

Thevoctl  fored  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breathlcfs  chafe  o’er  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  drength,  a fport  of  Icfs  fatigue. 

Not  lefs  delightful,  the  prolifick  dream 

Afford-s.  The  crydal  rivulet  that  o’er  70 

A dony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze 

Swarms  with  the  filver  fry  : fuch  thro’  the  bounds 

Of  pad’ral  Stafford  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 

Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountains  ; fuch 
'i'hc  Elk,  o’erhung  with  woods ; and  fuch  the  dream 
On  whofe  Arcadian  banks  1 fird  drew  air,  76 

J.iddal,  till  now,  except  in  Dorick  lays, 

Tun’d  to  her  murmurs  by  her  lovcdck  fwains. 
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Unknown  in  fong,  tho’  not  a purer  llream  79 

Thro’  meads  more  flow’ry  or  more  romantick  grove* 
Rolls  toward  the  weftern  main.  Hail  faered  Flood ! 
May  ilill  thy  hofpicable  fwains  be  bleft 
In  rural  innocence,  thy  mountains  ftill 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race,  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourifh,  and  thy  vales  look  gay  85 

With  painted  meadows  and  the  golden  grain  ! 

Oft’  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new, 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm’d  with  toys, 

In  thy  tranfparent  eddies  have  I lav’d. 

Oft’  trac’d  with  patient  Heps  thy  Fairy  banks,  90 

With  the  wellimitated  fly  to  hook 

The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  flenderline 

And  yielding  rod  folicit  to  the  fhore 

The  flniggling  panting  prey,  while  vernal  clouds 

And  tepid  gales  obfeur’d  the  ruffled  pool,  9i 

And  from  the  deeps  call’d  forth  the  wanton  fwarms. 

Form’d  on  the  Samian  fchool  or  thofe  of  Ind 
There  are  who  think  thefe  paflimes  fcarce  humane  : 
Vet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentlefs  1) 

His  life  is  pure  chat  wears  no  fouler  ftains.  ICO 
But  if  thro’  genuine  tendernefs  of  heart. 

Or  fecrct  want  of  relilh  for  the  game, 

Vou  lliun  the  glories  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  ftream,  the  garden  yields 
A foft  amufement,  an  humane  delight.  105 

To  raife  th’  infipid  nature  of  the  ground. 
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' Or  tame  its  favage  gefiius  to  the  grace 
Of  carelcfsfM'cet  ruflicity  that  feems 
The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 

1=  to  create,  and  gives  a godlike  joy  1 10 

Which  ev’ry  year  improves.  Nor  thou  difdain 
T o check  the  lawlefsriot  of  the  trees, 

To  plant  the  giove,  or  turn  the  barren  moulti. 

' O happy  he  whom  when  his  years  decline 
'His  fortune  and  his  fame  by  worthy  means  iij 
Attain’d,  and  equal  to  his  mod’rate  mind, 

I His  life  approv’d  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 

! Ev’n  envy’d  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 

•01  Epicurus  from  this  Aorniy'  world 

SRecei  ve  to  reft,  of  all  ungrateful  cares  1 20 

‘.Abfolv’d,  and  facred  from  the  felfilh  crowd! 

fHappieft  of  men  ! if  the  fame  foil  invites 

^Vrchcfcn  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 

lOnce  fellow-rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends, 

With  whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfiie  125 

INature’s  free  charms,  and  vie  for  fylvan  fame ; 

SA  fair  ambition,  void  of  ftrife  or  guile, 

X)r  jealoufy  or  pain  to  be  outdone; 

*VV’ho  plans  th’  enchanted  garden,  who  dire^:* 
trhe  vifto  heft,  and  heft  conducts  the  ftream,  13D 
Whofe  groves  the  fafteft  thicken  and  afeend. 

Whom  firft  the  welcome  fpring  falutcs,  who  fhews 
Ifho  e.arlieft  bloom,  the  fweeteft  proudeft. charm* 

Of  flora,  who  beft  gives  Pomona’s  juice 
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To  match  the  fprightly  genius  of  Champaign.  135 
Thrice  happy  days  in  rural  bus’nefs  paft ! 

Bleft  winter  nights!  when  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall  his  cordial  family 
With  foft  domeflick  arts  the  hours  beguile, 

And  pleafing  talk  that  flarts  no  tim’rous  fame,  140 
With  witlefs  wantonnefs  to  hunt  it  down, 

Or  thro’  the  Fairyland  of  tale  or  fong 
Pelightcd  wander,  in  fidlitious  fates 
Engag’d,  and  all  that  firikes  humanity. 

Till  loft  in  fable  they  the  ftealing  hour  14^ 

Of  timely  reft  forget.  Sometimes  at  eve 
His  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  blefs  unhid 
His  feftal  roof,  while  o’er  the  light  repaft 
And  fprightly  cups  they  mix  in  focial  joy. 

And  thro’  the  maze  of  converfation  trace  15© 

Whate’er  amufes  or  improves  the  mind. 

Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I delight  to  tafte 
'rhe  native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit 
Where  fenfe  grows  wild  and  takes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent,  honeft,  cheerful,  hufbandman  15J 
Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl. 

And  at  my  table  find  himfelf  at  home. 

Whate’er  you  ftudy,  in  whate’er  you  fweat. 
Indulge  your  tafte.  Some  love  the  manly  foils, 

The  tennis  fome,  and  fome  the  graceful  dance  ; 1 60 
Others  more  hardy  range  the  purple  heath 
pr  paked  ftubble,  where  from  field  to  field 
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The  founding:  covies  urge  their  lab’ring  flight, 

Eager  amid  the  riling  cloud  to  pour 

The  gun’s  unerring  thunder ; and  there  arc  165 

Whom  Hill  the  meed  * of  the  green  archer  charms. 

He  chufes  bell  whofe  labour  entertains 

His  vacant  fancy  moll : the  toil  you  hate 

Fatigues  you  foon,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs. 

As  beauty  Hill  has  blemilh,  and  the  mind  1 70 
The  moll  accomplilh’d  its  imperfedt  fide. 

Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  fomc  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft ; 

The  legs  perhaps  or  arms  refufe  their  load. 

Or  the  cheft  labours : thefe  alliduoufly  1 7 j 

But  gently  in  their  proper  arts  employ’d 
Acquire  a vigour  and  fpringy  adlivity 
1 o which  they  were  not  born  : but  weaker  parts 
Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difciplinc. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils,  and  as  your  nerves  180 
Grow  firm  to  hardier  by  juft  ftepsafpire. 

'I  he  prudent  ev’n  in  ev’ry  mod’rate  walk 
At  firft  butfaunter,  and  by  flow  degrees 
Incrcafc  their  pace.  Thisdoilrine  of  the  wife 
V’ell  knows  the  mailer  of  the  flying  Heed.  185 
Firft  from  the  goal  the  manag’d  couifer.s  play 
On  bended  reins ; as  yet  the  Ikilfiil  youth 
Reprefs  their  foamy  pride  ; but  ev’ry  breath 

* This  word  is  much  ufcd  by  fume  of  the  old  Englilh*^ poets, 
and  fi^nifiei  reward  or  pri^e. 
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The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempeft  fwclls 
'I’ill  all  tl'.c  fiery  mettle  has  its  way  1 90 

And  the  rliick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 

When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 

You  fprlng,  the  fibres  by  the  hafiy  fhock 

Are  tir’d  and  track’d  before  th.eir  unduous  coats 

Comprefs’d  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm.  19J 

Befides,  colleded  in  the  paffivc  ve  ins 

The  purple  mafs  a fudden  torrent  rolls, 

O’crpow’rs  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 
With  druig’i  ous  inundation ; oft’  the  fource 
Of  fatal  woes,  a cough  that  foams  with  blood,  2CO 
Aflhma  and  feller  peripneumony  *, 

Oi  the  flow  minings  of  the  hedick  fire. 

Th’  athlctick  fool,  to  whom  what  Heav’n  deny’d 
Of  foul  is  wellcompenfated  in  limbs, 

Oft’  from  his  rage  or  brainlefs  frolick  feels  2C'J 
His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 

'rhe  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity. 

And  fcorn  to  vie  wdth  o.'ccn  or  with  apes. 
rurfu’dy)foli.\ly  cv’n  the  gcntlefl  toil  210 

It  waile  of  I lealth : repofe  by  fmall  fatigue 
Is  earn’d,  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  firfl  moiflurc  of  the  brows. 

'J  he  fine  and  fubtile  fpirits  cofl  ton  much 
'j'o  be'profus’d,  too  much  the  rofcld  balm  : 2Iji 

* The  ;iir.,U'.'.r.-.atior.  ef 'd.c  lungs. 
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But  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  ilufly  chafe, 

Or  the  wnrai  deeds  of  foine  inioortant  day. 

Hot  from  the  field  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wifh  d repofe,  nor  court  the  fanning  gale 
Nor  talle  the  fpring.  O by  the  facrcd  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  fillers,  fires, 

Forbear!  no  other  peftilcncc  has  driv’n 
Such  myriads  o’er  th’  irremeable  deep. 

Why  this  fo  fatal  the  fagacious  Mafe 
Thro’  Nature’s  cunning  labyrhiths  could  trace; 

But  there.are  fecrets  which  who  knows  not  now 
Muil  ere  he  reach  them  clim'o  die  heapy  Aips 
Of  Science,  and  devote  fev’n  years  to  toil. 

Befi  les,  I would  not  ftun  your  patient  cars 
With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 

He  knows  enough  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lark  the  fhelves,  aad  wheretha  whirlpools  bell. 
What  figns  portend  the  ftorm  : to  fubtler  minds 
•He  leaves  to  fean  from  what  myfierious  caufc 
itCharybdis  rages  in  th’  Ionian  wave, 

I'Whcnce  thofe  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
KVhich  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ilcm,  and  why 
The  rough’ning  deep  expedls  th.e  fiorm  as  fure 
(As  red  Orion  mounts  the  fhroudcJ  heav'n.  2. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  At.hens  vy’d 
'or  polilh’d  luxury  and  afeful  arts, 

6.11  hot  and  reeking  from  th’  OJymplck  flrifc 
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Atul  .v/arm  palcttra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Til’  alhletick  youth  relax’d  their  weary  limbs;  245 
Soft  oils  bedew’d  them,  with  the  grateful  pow’rs 
Of  Hard  and  callia  fraught,  to  footh  and  heal 
The  cherilh’d  nerves.  Our  lefs  voluptuous  clime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  fuch  arts  as  thefe. 

’Fis  not  for  thofe  whom  gelid  ikies  embr?.ce  ato 
And  chilling  fogs,  whofe  perfpiration  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  north, 

’ Fis  not  for  thofe  to  cultivate  a ikin 

Too  foft,  or  teach  the  recrcmtntal  fume 

I’oo  faft  to  crowd  thro’  fuch  precarious  ways ; 5 

For  thro’  the  fmall  arterial  mouths  that  pierce 

In  cndlefs  millions  the  clofe-wovcn  fkin 

The  bafer  fluids  in  a conftant  ftream 

Efcape,  and  vicwlefs  melt  into  the  winds ; 

While  this  eternal  this  moft  copious  wafte  260 

Of  blood,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine, 

M.>intains  its  wonted  meafure  all  the  pow’rs 
Qf  Health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  eafe  and  pleafure  move ; hut  this  reftrain’d 
Or  more  or  lefs,  fo  more  or  Icfs  you  feel  265 

'I'l'.e  fundfions  labour  : from  this  fatal  fource 
Wh.it  woes  defeendis  never  to  be  fiing; 

To  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  fands 
'Flut  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch’d  Ihbyan  air, 

Or  waves  that  when  the  blufl’ring  north  embroils  2 7® 

'i'ht;  Baltick  thunder  on  the  German  fhore. 
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Subjeft  not  then  by  Toft  emollient  arts 
T his  grand  e.xpenfe  on  which  your  fates  ciepcnd 
To  ev  ry  caprice  of  the  fky,  nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime;  for  from  the  blood 
Leall  fickle  rife  the  recremental  fteaais. 

And  lead  obnoxious  to  the  flypticlc  air, 

\V  hich  breathe  rhro’  ftraiter  and  more  callous  pores ; 
The  temper’d  ^cythian  hence  half-naked  treads 
His  boundlefs  fnows  nor  rues  th'  inclement  hcav’n. 
And  hence  our  painted  anceftors  defy’d 
The  eaft,  nor  curs’d  like  us  their  fickle  fky. 

The  body  moulded  by  the  clime  endures 
Th’  equator  heats  or  Hyperborean  frofl, 

Except  hy  habits  foreign  to  its  turn 
Unwife  yqu  counteract  its  forming  pow’r. 

Rude  at  the  firfl  the  winter  fhocks  you  lefs 
By  long  acquaintance  : lludy  then  your  Iky, 

Form  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame. 

And  learn  tofuffer  what  you  cannot  fhun. 

Againft  the  rigours  of  a damp  cold  heav’n 
1 o fortify  their  bodies  fome  frequent 
The  gelid  ciftern,  and  where  nought  forbids 
I praife  their  dauntlefs  heart : a frame  fo  ftcel’d 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  thofe  ungenial  blafts  295 
T hat  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatifm; 
f he  nerves  fo  temper’d  never  quit  their  tone ; 

No  chronitk  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breads: 

But  all  things  have  their  bounds ; and  he  who  makes 
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By  daily  life  the  kindcfl  rejjimcn  3CO 

J'ffcnti:'.!  to  his  health  Ihould  never  mix 
With  humankind  nor  art  ncr  trade  purfue : 

He  not  the  fafe  viciffitudes  of  life 
Without  fonte  fhoek  endures;  iil-fittcd  he 
To  want  the  known  or  bear  unufual  things.  305 
•Eefides,  the  pow’rful  remedies.of  pain 
(Since  pain  in  fpiie  of  all  our  care  will  come) 

Should  never  with  your  profp’rous  days  of  Health 
(frow  too  familiar ; for  by  frequent  ufe 
The  flrongcfl  nied'cinefi  lofe  their  healing  pow’r,  3 lO 
And  ev’n.thefureft  poifons  theirs  to  kill. 

l.et  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  .“^rdlos  reach 
Parch’d  Mauritania  or  the  fultry  weft, 

Or  the  w ide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indofian, 

Plunge  thrice  a day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave  3 r5 
Untwift  their  ftubborn  pores,  that  full  and  free 
'J’h’  evaporation  thro'  the  foften’d  Ikin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  fwelling  blood ; 

So  may  they  ’Icape  the  fever’s  rapid  flames, 

So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell.  310 

With  us  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution  juft  enough  to  clear 
The  fluiccs  of  the  fkin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  facred  from  indecent  foil. 

Still  to  be  pure,  cv’n  did  it  not  conduce  315 

(As  much  it  does)  to  Health,  were  greatly  worth 
Your  daily  pains : it  is  this  adorns  tl)e  rich ; 
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The  want  of  this  is  poverty’s  worft  wo ; 

Wth  this  external  virtue  a"e  maintains 
A decent  grace ; without  it  youth  and  charms  350 
Art  loathfome  : this  the  venal  Graces  know. 

So  doubtlefs  do  your  wives;  for  niarry'd  fires 
As  well  as  lovers  ftill  pretend  to  talle : 

Nor  is  it  lefs  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 

To  lofe  a hufoand’s  than  a lover’s  heart.  335 

But  now  the  hours  and  feafons  when  to  toil 
From  foreign  themes  recall  my  wand’ring  fong. 
Some  labour  falling,  or  but  fiightlv  fed, 

To  lull  the  grinding  llomach’s  hungry  rage. 

Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a frame 
’Tis  wifely  done ; for  while  the  thirlly  veins, 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treafur’d  oil,  then  is  the  happiell  time 
To  lhakc  the  lazy  balfam  from  its  cells. 

Now  while  the  lloniach  from  the  full  repaft 
Subfides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 

Ye  leaner  habits ! give  an  hour  to  toil, 

• And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
OpprelTes  yet  or  threatens  to  opprefs: 

IButfroni  the  recent  meal  no  labours  plcafc 
•Of  limbs  or  mind  ; for  now  the  cordial  pow’rs 
JClaini  all  the  wand’ring  fpirits  to  a work 
|10f  llrong  and  fubtle  toil  and  great  event, 
work  of  time;  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
^’ou  hurry 'd  with  untimely  c.xercife 

I.  iij 
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A half-concodled  chyle  into  the  blood. 

The  body  overcharg’d  with  unduous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demands,  the  lean  elaftick  lefs. 

While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins 
No  labours  are  too  hard  : by  thofc  you  'fcapc  360 
The  Ilow  difcafes  of  the  torpid  year, 

Endlefs  to  name,  to  one  of  which  alone, 

To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  flaves 

Is  pleafure.  Oh  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 

May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel ! 365 

But  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 

Pours  down  his  fultry  wrath,  now  while  the  blood 

Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins. 

And  all  the  finer  fluids  thro’  the  flein 

Explore  their  flight,  me  near  the  cool  cafeade  370 

Reclin’d,  or  faunt’ring  in  the  lofty  grove. 

No  needlefs  flight  occafion  fliould  engage 
To  pant  and  fweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon  : 

Now  tlie  frefti  morn  alone  and  mellow  eve 

To  fliady  walks  and  active  rural  fports  3 75 

Invite ; but  while  the  chilling  dews  defeend 

May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 

Of  humid  fleies,  tho’  it  is  no  vulgar  joy 

To  trace  the  horrours  of  the  folemn  wood 

While  the  foft  ev’ning  faddens  into  night,  380 

Tho’  the  fweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 

Melts  all  the  night  in  {trains  of  am’rous  wo. 

"I'he  fliades  defeend,  and  Midnight  o’er  the  world 
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Expands  her  fable  wings;  great  Nature  droops 
Thro’  all  her  works  : now  happy  he  whofe  toil  385 
Has  o’er  his  languid  pow’rlefs  limbs  diffus’d 
.A  pleafing  laflitude;  he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  Dreams : 

His  pow’is  the  moft  voluptuoully  diflblve 

In  foft  repofe ; on  him  the  balmy  dews  350 

Of  lleep  with  double  nutriment  defccnd. 

But  would  you  fweetly  waflc  the  blank  of  night 
In  deep  oblivion,  or  on  Fancy’s  wings 
Vifit  the  paradife  of  happy  Dreams, 

And  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  Morn  ? 395 

Opprefs  uot  nature  finking  down  to  reft 
With  feafts  too  late,  too  folid,  or  too  full. 

But  be  the  firft  concotftion  half-matur’d 

Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 

Your  paflive  faculties.  He  from  the  toils  4CO 

And  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 

Retires  whom  tr;jmbling  from  the  tow’r  that  rocks 

Amid  the  clouds  or  Calpe’s  hideous  height 

The  bufy  demons  hurl,  or  in  the  main 

O’erwhclm,  or  bury  ftruggling  under  ground.  405 

Not  all  a monarch’s  luxury  the  woes 

Can  counterpoife  of  that  moft  wretched  man 

M'^hofe  nights  are  fliaken  with  thefrantick  fits 

Of  wild  Oreftes,  whofe  delirious  brain,  4^9 

Stung  by  the  Furies,  works  with  poifon’d  thought. 

While  pale  and  monftrous  painting  Ihocks  the  foul. 
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And  mangled  Confcioufnefs  bemoans  itfelf 
For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 

What  dreams  prefage,  what  danger  thefe  or  thofc 
Portend  to  fanity,  tho’  prudent  feers  415 

Reveal’d  of  old  and  men  of  deathlefs  fame, 

We  would  not  to  the  fuperflitious  mind 
.Suggcfl  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear: 

’Tis  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
To  banifli  omens  and  all  reftlefl-  woes.  423 

In  fludy  fome  protradi  the  filent  hours, 

Which  others  confecrate  to  mirth  and  wine. 

And  fleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 

But  furely  this  redeems  not  from  the  lhadcs 
One  hour  of  life.  Nor  does  it  nought  avail  425 
What  fcafoi!  you  to  drowfy  .Morpheus  give 
Of  th’  ever-varying  circlcof  the  day, 

Or  whether  thro’  the  tedious  winter  gloom 
You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 

The  body  frefli  and  vig’rous  from  repofe  430 

Defies  the  early  fogs,  but  by  the  toils 
Of  wakeful  day  exhaulled  and  iinftrung 
Weakly  refills  the  night’s  unwholefome  breath. 

The  grand  difeharge  th’  eftufion  of  the  flern, 

Slowly  impair’d,  the  languid  maladies  435 

Creep  on,  and  thro’  the  fiek’ning  fundllons  Heal ; 

As  when  the  chilling  call  invades  the  fpring 
The  delicate  Narciffus  pines  away 
In  hedtick  languor,  and  a flow  difeafe 
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"faints  all  the  family  of  flow’rs,  condemn’d  440 
rfo  cruel  heav’ns.  But  why,  already  prone 
rfo  fade,  Ihould  Beauty  chcrifh  its  own  bane? 

•O  Ihame ! O pity ! nipt  with  pale  quadrille 
J\nd  midnig^ht  cares  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies. 

By  toil  fubdu’d  the  warriour  and  the  hind 
TSlecp  fall  and  deep ; their  aiSive  fundlions  foon 
With  gen’rous  ftreams  the  fubtile  tubes  fupply, 

■u\nd  foon  the  tonick  irritable  nerves 

SFeel  the  frefn  inipulfe  and  aw'ake  the  foul. 

rrhe  fans  of  Indolence  with  long  repofe  450 

•Grow  torpid,  and  with  floweft  Lethe  drunk 

fFeebly  and  ling’ringly  return  to  life, 

iSiunt  ev’ry.feafe  and  pow’rlel's  ev’ry  limb. 

iTe  prone  to  deep ! (whom  deeping  mod  annoys) 

•On  the  hard  mattrefs  or  eladick  couch  45 5 

ilExtend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourfelves  from  doth, 
INor  grudge  the  lean  projetftor  of  dry  brain 
'And  fpringy'  nerves  the  hlandidiments  of  down, 

'INor  envy  while  the  bury’d  Bacchanal 

dExhales  hisfurfeit  in  prolixer  dreams.  460 

He  without  riot  in  the  balmy  fead 
^•Of  life  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupply ’d 
Who  rifes  cool,  ferene,  and  full  of  foul. 

EIBut  pliant  Nature  more  or  Icfs  demands 
‘As  cudom  forms  her,  and  all  fudden  change  465 
■She  hates  of  habit  ev’n  from  bad  to  good, 
iflf  faults  in  life  or  new  emergencies 
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From  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirm’d, 

Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  flage  by  ftage,  ■ 
Slow  as  the  fliadow  o’er  the  dial  moves,  470 

Slow  as  the  dealing  progrefs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year,  how  unperceiv’d 
Her  fcafons  change ! behold  by  flow  degrees 
Stern  winter  tam’d  into  a ruder  fpring. 

The  ripen’d  fpring  a milder  fummcr.glows,  475 
Dcpaiting  funimer  flieds  Pomona’s florc. 

And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  florm. 

Slow  as  they  come  thefc  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  fhocks  : the  cold  and  torrid  reigns. 

The  two  great  periods  of  th’  important  year,  480 
Are  in  their  firft;  approaches  fcldom  fafe : 

Funereal  Autumn  all  the  fickly  dread. 

And  the  black  Fates  deform  the  lovely  fpring. 

Fie  well  advis’d  who  taught  our  wifer  fires 
Early  to  borrow  Mufeovy’s  warm  fpoils  48J 

lire  the  firft  froft  has  touch’d  the  tender  blade. 

And  late  refign  them,  tho’  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  fifter’s  rays; 

For  while  th’  effluence  of  the  fkin  maintains 
Its  native  mcafnre  the  pleuritick  Spring  49a 

Glides  harmlefs  by,  and  Autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I in  prophetick  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year,  what  fcafon>  teem 
With  what  difeafes,  what  the  humid  fouth  495 
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I’rcparcs,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  eaft; 

B5et  you  perhaps  rcfufe  the  tcfiious  fong. 
liefides,  whatever  plagues  in  heat  or  cold, 

Dr  drought  or  moifture,  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
Bkill’d  to  corretfl  the  vices  of  the  fky,  JCO 

vAud  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
□To  bend  your  life.  13ut  Ihould  the  publick  bane 
Infeft  you,  or  fonic  trefpafs  of  your  own, 

Dr  flaw  of  nature  hint  mortality, 
icon  at  a not  unpleafing  Iiorrour  glides  joj 

'Along ihe  fpine  thro’  all  your  torpid  limbs. 

When  firft  the  head  throbs,  or  the  llomach  feels 

A fickly  load,  a weary  pain  the  loins, 

lie  Celfus  call’d;  the  Tates  come  ruftiing  on ; 

Lfhe  rapid  Fates  admit  of  no  delay.  5 ^ ^ 

While  wilful  you,  and  fatally  fecure, 

Expedt  to-morxow’s  more  aufpicious  fun, 
ifhe  growing  peft,  whofe  infancy  was  weak 
And  eafy  vanquifh’d,  with  triumphant  fvvay 
D’erpow’rs  your  life.  For  want  ol  timely  care  5 15 
£vIiliions  have  dy’d  of  medicable  w’ounds. 

Ah!  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag’d  ! 
iWhat  flight  ncglcds,  what  trivial  faults,  deftroy 
[Fhe  hardieft  frame  I Of  indolence,  of  toil, 

Wcdic;  of  want,  of  fuperfluity.  '20 

-Fhc  allfurrounding  heav’n,  the  vital  air, 

Ss  big  with  death : and  tho’  the  putrid  fouth 
JOc  Ihut,  tho’  no  convullivc  agony 
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Shake  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world 
Til’  iniprifon’d  plagues,  a fecret  venom  oft’  JIJ 
Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 

What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  fcen! 

How  oft’  has  Cairo  with  a mother’s  wo 
Wept  o’er  her  flaughter’d  foils  and  lonely  ftreets! 
Ev’n  Albion,  girt  with  lefs  malignant  ikies,  53d 
Albion  the  poifon  of  the  gods  has  drank. 

And  felt  the  fting  of  monfters  all  her  own. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Plantagenets  had  fpent 
Their  ancient  rage  at  Bofworth’s  purple  field. 

While  for  which  tyrant  England  ihould  receive  53^ 

Her  legions  in  inceftuous  murders  mix’d 

And  daily  horrours,  till  the  Fates  were  drunk 

With  kindred-blood  by  kindred-hands  profus’d, 

Another  plague  of  more  gigantick  arm 

Arofc,  a moniler  never  known  before,  34O 

Rear’d  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head : 

This  rapid  Fury  not  like  other  pefts 
Purfu’d  a gradual  courfe,  but  in  a day 
Ruih’d  as  a ftorm  o’er  half  th’  aftonifh’d  ille. 

And  ilrew’d  with  fudden  carcafles  the  land.  345 

FiriF  thro’  the  llioulders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  feiz’d  the  firft,  a fervid  vapour  fprung; 

With  rafh  combuftion  thence  the  quiv’ring  fpark 
Shot  tp  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within. 

And  foon  the  furface  caught  the  fpreading  Gres : 530 
Tliro’  all  the  yielding  pores  the  melted  blood 
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Gufh’d  out  in  fmoky  fweats ; but  nought  affuag’d 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  reliev’d 
The  ftomach’s  angnifti.  With  incelTant  toil, 

Dtfp’rate  of  cafe,  impatient  of  their  pain,  ^ 1 5 

They  tofs’d  from  fide  to  fide.  In  vain  the  ftream 
Ran  full  and  clear;  they  burnt  and  thirfted  flill. 

The  reftlefs  arteries  with  rapid  blood 

Beat  ftrong  and  frequent : thick  and  pantinglv 

The  breath  was  fctch*d,and  with  hugelab’ring&hcav’d. 

At  laft  a heavy  pain  oppreft  the  head; 

A wild  delirium  came  : their  weeping  friends 
Were  (Irangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Harafs  d with  toil  on  toil  the  finking  pow’rs 
J .ay  proftrate  and  o’erthrown  : a pond’rous  ileep  j 65 
Wrapt  all  the  fenfes  up.  They  flept  and  dy’d. 

In  fomc  a gentle  horrour  crept  at  firll 
' O’er  all  the  lindj.s:  the  fluices  of  the  Ikin 
Withheld  their  nioifture,  till  by  art  provok’d 
The  fweats  o’erflnw’d,  but  in  a clammy  tide,  570 
; Now  free  and  copious,‘now  reilr.ain’d  and  ilow, 

I Of  timfturcs  various,  as  the  temp’rature 
1 Had  mix’d  the  blood,  and  rank  with  fetid  ftcanis, 

..As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay 

' Weregrownmorefcll,moreputrid,andmalign.  ^75 

Plere  lay  their  hopes,  (tho’  little  hope  remain’d) 

' With  full  efiufion  of  perpetual  fweats 

”I  o drive  the  venom  out : and  here  the  Fates 

'■V^Tre  kind,  that  long  they  linger’d  not  in  pain; 
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I'orwilo  fiirviv’d  the  fun's  diurnal  race  580 

Kofe  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem’d, 

•Some  the  fixth  hour  opprefs’d,  and  fonie  the  third. 

Of  many  thoufands  few  untainted  'fcap’d, 

Of  thofe  infetSlcd  fewer  ’fcap’d  alive; 
or  thofo  who  liv’d  fonie  felt  a fecopd  blow,  385 
^\ud  whom  the  fecond  fpar’d  a third  deftroy’d. 
I'ranticlc  with  fear  they  fought  by  flight  to  fliun 
’J'he  fierce  contagion.  O’er  the  mournful  land 
’J’h’  infeCled  City  pour'd  her  hurrying  fwarms ; 
Koiis'd  by  the  flames  that  fir’d  her  feats  around  j 90 
’I'h’  infedled  Country  rufli’d  into  the  Town, 
liome  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defert  fome, 

Abjur’d  the  fatal  commerce  of  manliind. 

In  vain  where’er  they  fled  the  Fates  purfu’d. 

Oihers  with  hopes  more  fpecious  crofs’d  the  main, 
'Fo  feek  protediion  in  far  diflant  fleies;  596 

]hit  none  they  found.  It  feem’d  thegen’ral  air 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  eaft. 

Was  then  at  enmity'  with  Englifli  blood; 

I'or  but  the  race  of  England  all  were  fafe  6co 

In  foreign  climes;  nor  did  this  Fury’  tafte 
'f’he  foreign  blood  which  England  then  contain’d. 
Where  lliould  they  fly  ^ the  circumambient  heav’n 
Involv’d  them  flill.  and  ev’ry  hreeze  was  bane  : 
Where  find  relief.^  the  falutary  art  605 

Was  mute,  and  ftartled  at  the  new  difeafe 
5r,  feaj'ful  \vhifpcrs  hopelefs  omens  gave. 
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To  Heav’n  with  fuppliant  rites  they  fent  their  pray ’rs; 
Ilcav’n  heard  them  not.  Of  ev’ry  hope  depriv’d, 
Fatigu'd  with  vain  refources,  and  fubdu’J  6lo 
With  woes  rcfilllefsand  enfeebling  fear, 

Paliive  they  funk  hcneatli  the  weighty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  founds  was  heard, 

Nor  aught  was  fecn  but  ghailly  views  of  death. 
Infedlious  horrout  ran  from  face  to  face  6x5 

And  pale  defpair.  ’ Twas  all  the  bus’ncfs  then 
'I'o  tend  the  lick  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 

In  heaps  they  fell;  and  oft’  one  bed  they  fay 
The  fick’ning,  dying,  and  the  dead,  contain’d. 

Veguaidian  Gods!  onwhomthefatesdepend  620 
Of  tott’ring  Albion,  ye  eternal  Fires 
That  lead  thro’  heav’n  the  wand’ringyear!  yc  Pow’rs 
That  o’er  th’  encircling  clenients  prefide ! 

May  nothing  worle  than  what  this  age  has  feen 
Arrive  ! Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home,  625 
Has  .\lbioii  bled.  Here  a difiemper’d  heav'n 
Has  thinn’d  her  cities  from  thofe  Irfty  cliffs 
1 hat  awe  proud  Gaul  to  1 hulc’s  wintry  reign. 

While  in  the  Well  beyond  tli’ Atlantick  foam 
Her  bravcll  fens,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy’J  630 
The  death  of  cowards  and  of  common  men. 

Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  fall'n  without  renown. 

But  front  thefc  views  the  weeping  Mufes  turn. 
And  other  themes  invite  my  wand’ring  fong.  634 
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BOOK  IV.  THE  PASSIONS. 

1 HE  choice  of  Aliment,  the  choice  of  Air, 

The  ufc  of  I'oil  and  all  external  things. 

Already  lung,  it  now  rcniainsto  trace 
“What  good  what  evil  from  onrfelves  proceeds, 

A.iid  how  the  fubtile  principle  within  5 

Infpires  with  Health,  or  mines  with  llrange  decay 
'rhe  paffive  body.  Y e poetick  Shades, 

V’'ho  know  the  fecrets  of  the  world  unfcen, 

AlTifl  my  long!  for  in  a doubtful  theme 
Engag’d  I wander  thro’  myfterious  ways.  lo 

'I'licre  is  they  fay  (and  1 believe  there  is) 

A fpark  within  us  of  th’  immortal  lire 
'[’hat  animates  and  moulds  the  groffer  frame. 

And  when  the  body  fmks  cfcapes  to  hcav’n. 

Its  native  feat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods:  15 

Mean-while  this  hcav’nly  particle  pervades 
'fhe  mortal  elements,  in  ev’ry  nerve 
It  thrills  with  pleafure  or  grows  mad  with  pain, 

And  in  its  fecret  conclave,  as  it  feels 

’I’he  body’s  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling  pow’r  20 

Vv'ields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world, 

And  is  the  body’s  Health  or  malady. 
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By  iti  own  toi!  the  grofs  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  extenuates,  or  dcflroy;,  itfelf. 

Nor  lefN  the  1 ibours  of  the  ntinJ  corrode 
The  folid  fubrick ; for  by  fubtile  parts 
And  vicwlcfs  atoms  fecret  Nature  moves 
Tile  mighty  wheels  of  this  ftupendous  world : 

By  fubtile  fluids  pour’d  thro’  fubtile  tubes 
The  natural  vital  funtflions  are  perform’d : 

By  thefe  the  ftubborn  aliments  are  tam’d, 

The  toiling  heart  dillributes  lift  and  ftrength  ; 
Thefe  the  llill-crunibling  frame  rebuild,  and  thefe 
Are  loft  in  thinking,  and  diflblve  in  air. 

But 't  is  not  thought,  (for  ftill  the  foul’s  employ’d.) 
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’ Fis  painful  thinking,  that  corrodes  our  clay. 
All  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fatigue 
Strays  o’er  the  heav’n  and  earth,  but  long  intent 
On  microfcopick  arts  its  vigour  fails. 

Juft  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thought  amus’d. 
Nor  akes  itfelf  nor  gives  the  body  pain ; 

But  anxious  ftudy,  difcontent,  and  care. 

Love  witiiout  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge. 
And  fear  and  jealoufy,  fatigue  the  foul, 

Eiigrofs  the  fubtile  minifters  of  life, 

.\nd  fpoil  the  lab’ring  functions  of  their  fliarc  ; 
Hence  the  lean  gloom  that  Melancholy  wears. 
The  lover’s  palenefs,  and  the  fallow  liuc 
Of  Hnvy,  Jealoufy,  the  meagre  Rare 
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Of  fore  Revenge : the  canker’d  body  hence  jO 

Betrays  each  fretful  motion  of  the  mind. 

The  ftrong-built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  day 
Feeds  on  the  coarfed  fare  the  fchools  bellow, 

And  crudely  fattens  at  grofs  Burman’s  ilall, 
O’erwhelm’d  with  phlegm  lies  in  a dropfy  drown’d. 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time.  3 6 

With  ufefal  Rudies  you  and  arts  that  pleafe 
Employ  your  mind  ; amufe  but  not  fatigue. 

Peace  to  each  drowfy  metaphyfick  fage. 

And  ever  may  all  heavy  ly Rems  reR ! 6o 

Yet  fome  there  are  cv’n  of  elaRick  parts 
Whom  flrong  "and  obRinate  ambition  leads 
Thro’  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 

And  gives  to  rclifh  what  their  gen’rous  taRe 
Would  elfe  refufe ; but  may  nor  thirR  of  fame  65 
Nor  love  of  knowledge  urge  you  to  fatigue 
M’ith  coiiRant  drudgery  the  lib’ral  foul. 

Toy'  with  your  books;  and  as  the  various  fits 

Of  humour  feize  you  from  philofophy 

’’I'p  fable  flii ft,  from  ferious  A.ntcriine  70 

To  Rabelais’  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 

While  reading  plcafes  but  no  longer  read. 

And  read  aloud,  reft  unding  Homer’s  Rrain, 

And  wield  the  thunder  of  OemoRhenes. 

The  cheR  fo  e.xercis'd  improves  its  Rrength,  75 
And  quick  vibrations  thro’  the  bowels  drive 
The  rcRlel'sblqod,  which  in  unadlive  days 
W'ould  loiter  clfs  thro’  unelaRick  tubes. 
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Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I recommend 
What  poilure  fuits : to  (land  and  lit  by  turns, 

As  Nature  prompts  is  hell;  but  o’er  your  leaves 
To  lean  for  ever  cramps  the  vital  parts. 

And  robs  the  fine  machin’ry  of  its  play. 

’Tis  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  reftlcfs  mind;  for  ever  on  purfuit 
Of  knowledge  bent  it  ftarves  the  grofler  pow’rs; 
^ite  unemploy’d,  againft  its  own  repofe 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  (harper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life; 

Chiefly  where  Solitude,  fad  nurfe  of  Care, 

To  fickly  mufing  gives  the  peufive  mind : 

There  madnefs  enters;  and  the  dim-ey’d  fiend, 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound : the  fun  grows  pale, 

A mournful  vifionary  light  o’erfpreads 
The  cheerful  face  of  Nature,  earth  becomes 
A dreary  defert,  and  Keav’n  frowns  above : 

Then  various  (bapes  of  curs’d  illufion  rife : 
Whate’er  the  wretched  fears  creating  Fear 
Forms  out  of  nothing,  and  with  monllers  teems  i 
Unknown  in  hell.  The  proftrate  foul  beneath 
A load  of  huge  imagination  heaves, 

And  all  the  honours  that  the  murd’rer  feels 
With  anxious  flutt’rings  wake  the  gpiiltlefs  bread. 

Such  phantoms  Pride  in  folitary  feenes  Ii 
Or  Fear  on  delicate  ScLflove  creates. 
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From  other  cares  abfolv’d  the  bufy  mind 
Finds  in  yourfelf  a theme  to  pore  upon ; 

It  finds  you  miferablc  or  makes  you  fo  : 

For  while  yourfelf  you  anxioufly  explore  1 10 

Timorous  Selflove,  with  fick’ning  Fancy’s  aid, 
Frefeuts  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  moll, 

And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part : 

Hence  fome  for  love,  and  fomc  for  jealoufy. 

For  grim  religion  fome,  and  fomc  for  pride,  115 
Have  loft,  their  reafon  ; fome  for  fear  of  want 
Want  all  their  lives;  and  others  cv’ry^  day 
For  fear  of  dying  fuffer  worfc  than  death. 

Ah!  from  your  bofomshanilh  if  you  am 

Thofe  fatal  gutfts,  and  firft  the  demon  Fear,  120 

That  trembles  at  impolliblc  events, 

I. eft  aged  Atlas  Ihould  refign  his  load. 

And  heav’n’s  eternal  baf  tlements  rufli  down. 

Is  there  an  evil  vvorfe  than  fear  itfelf  ? 

And  what  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heav’n  125 

From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come 
If  we  ingenious  to  torment  ourfelves 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fidlions  of  our  own  ? 

Enjoy  the  prefent,  nor  with  ncedlefs  cares 
Of  what  may  fpring  from  blind  Misfortune’s  womb 
Appal  the  fureft  hour  that  life  bellows.  1 3 1 

Serene,  and  mailer  of  yourfelf,  prepare 
For  what  may  come,  and  leave  the  reft  to  Heav’n. 
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Oft’  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  millun’d, 

Tilde  evils  I'prung  the  moll  important  Health,  135 
'J'hat  of  the  mind,  dellroy ; and  when  the  mind 
‘J'hry  firft  invade  the  confeious  body  fooii 
111  fympathetick  langiiilhmcnt  declines. 

Thefe  chcbnick  I'aflions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  die  body’s  fault  140 
Infell  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure, 

Divtilion,  hurry,  and  a relUtfs  life. 

Vain  are  the  confolatioris  of  the  wife; 

In  vain  your  friends  would  reafon  down  your  pain, 

O ye  whofe  fouls  relenth  fs  love  has  tam’d  145 
To  foft  diflrefs  or  friends  untimely  fall’n! 

Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought. 

Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  thofe  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 

Go,  foft  Enthufiafl ! quit  the  cyprefs  groves,  150 
Nor  to  the  rivulet’s  lonely  moaniugs  tunc 
Your  fad  complaint : go  feek  the  ciieerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  buftling  crowd ; 

I.ay  fehemes  for  wealth,  or  pow’r,  or  fame,  the  wUh 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  pulh  them  night  and  day,  135 
Or  join  die  caravan  in  queft  of  feenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  fliifting  ev’ry  hour. 

Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Apennines, 

Or,  more  advent’rous,  rulli  into  the  field 

Where  war  grows  hot,  and  raging  thro’  t;he  Iky  1 60 

The  lofty  trumpet  fwclls  the  madd’ning  foul, 
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A .tJ  In  the  hardy  camp  and  toilfomc  march 
.i’orget  all  fofter  and  Icfs  manly  cares. 

But  moft,  too  paffive,  w hen  the  blood  runs  low, 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  llrivc  with  pain,  165 

And  bravely  by  refilling  conquer  Fate, 

Try  Circe’s  arts,  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poifon’d  nedlar  fwcet  oblivion  fwill. 

.''truck  by  the  pow’rful  charm  the  gloom  dilTolves 
In  empty  air,  Elyfium  opens  round,  ' lye 

A plcallng  frenzy  buoys  the  lighten’d  foul. 

And  fanguine  hopes  difpel  your  fleeting  care^ 

And  what  was  difficult  and  what  was  dire 
Yields  to  your  prowtfs  and  fuperiour  flars : 

I'he.  liappieft  you  of  all  that  e’er  were  mad;  1 75 
Or  are  or  fhall  be,  could  this  folly  laft. 

But  foon  your  heav’n  is  gone ; a heavier  gloom 
Shuts  o’er  your  head,  and  as  the  thund’ring  llream 
Swoln  o’er  its  banks  with  fudden  mountain  rain 
Sinks  from  its  tumult  to  a filent  brook,  180 

So  when  the  frantick  raptures  in  your  breaft 
Subfide  you  languilh  into  mortal  man; 

You  fleep,  and  w'aking  find  ycurfelf  undone: 

For  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rafh  night  1 84 

You  lavifli’d  m.ore  than  might  fupport  three  days. 

A heavy  morning  comes;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.  An  anxious  ftomath  well 
May  be  endur’d,  fo  may  the  throbbing  head ; 

But  fuch  a dim  delirium,  fuch  a dream. 
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1 Involires  you,  fuch  a daftardly  dtfpair  1 90 

I Unmans  vour  foul,  as  madd’iiing;  I’entheus  felt 
' When  halted  round  Cithicron’s  cruel  fides 
I He  faw  two  funs  and  double  fhebcs  afcend. 

' You  curfe  the  fluggifh  Port,  you  curfc  the  wretch, 
The  felon,  with  iinnat’ral  mixture  tirft.  195 

' Who  dat’d  to  violate  the  virgin  wine, 

I Or  on  the  fugitive  Champaign  you  pour 
A thoufand  curfes,  for  to  heav’n  it  rapt 
' Your  foul  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair : 

1 Perhaps  you  rue  ev’n  that  divinell  gift,  aco 

The  gay.  ferene,  good  natur’d.  Burgundy, 

I Or  the  frefh  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine, 
r.And  wifli  that  Heav’n  from  mortals  had  withheld 
"The  grape  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Befides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  recolledb  205 

I' What  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
LEfcap’d.  For  one  irrevocable  word, 

I Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a friend; 
i'Or  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  hafty  hand 
1 Performs  a deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave : 2lo 

p.Add  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts,  decay; 
' Your  friends  avoid  you  ; brutilltly  transform’d 
fTliey  hardly  know  you ; or  if  one  remains 
!*To  wilh  you  well,  he  wilhes  you  in  heav’n. 
liDcfpis’d,  unwept,  you  fall,  wlio  might  have  left  21  j 
i.A  facred,  cherifli’d,  fadly-pleafing,  name, 

Ji.  name  flill  to  be  utter'd  with  a figh. 
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Yourlaft;  urij^raccful  fcciie  has  quite  eflae’d 
All  fenfe  and  mem’ry  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happieft,  how  avoid  the  pains,  220 
The  (lifappointmentp,  and  difgiifts,  of  thofe 
Y'ho  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ, 

The  precepts  here  of  a divine  old  man 

1 could  recite.  Tho’  old  he  ftill  retain’d 

His  manly  fenfe  and  enerjiy  of  mind.  225 

Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  not  fcverc  : 

lie  Rill  rememher’d  that  he  once  was  young; 

His  eafy  prefence  check’d  no  decent  joy. 

Him  ev’n  the  dilTolutc  admir’d,  for  ho 
A graceful  loofenefs  when  he  pleas’d  put  oHj  230 
And  laughing  could  inftnuR.  Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  feen  : he  Rudy’d  from  the  life, 

And  in  th’  original  perus'd  mankind. 

V'ers’d  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life 
He  pity’d  man,  and  much  he  pity’d  thofe  235 

Whom  falfely-fmiling  Fate  has  curs’d  with  means 
To  diflipate  their  days  in  qtieR  of  ioy. 

“ Our  aim  is  happinefs;  ’t  is  your’s,  ’t  is  mine,” 
f!e  laid;  “ it  is  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live ; 

“ Yet  few  attain  it,  if ’t  was  e’er  attain’d  ; 240 

“ But  they  the  widefl  wander  from  the  mark 
“ Who  thro’  the  flow’ry  paths  of  faunt’ring  joy 
“ Seek  this  coy  goddefs,  that  from  Rage  to  Rage 
“ Invites  us  Rill,  but  Riifts  as  wc  purfuc  : 

“ For  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings  245 
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“ To  counterpoife  itfelf,  rclemlcfs  Fate 
i orbitls  that  we  thro’  gay  voluptuouswilds 
“ Should  ever  roam ; and  were  the  Fates  more  kind 
“ Our  narrow  luxuries  would foon  grow  Hale  : 2^9 
“ Were  thefe  exhauHlefs  Nature  would  grow  lick, 

“ And  cloy’d  with  plealure  fqueamillily  complain 
l'h.->t  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a dream. 

“ I.et  Nature  reft. : be  buly  for  yourfelf 
“ .And  for  your  friend;  be  bufy  ev’n  in  vain 
“ Rather  than  teafe  her  fated  appetites. 

“ \Fho  never  falls  no  banquet  e’er  enjoys; 

'“.W  ho  never  toils  or  watches  never  lleeps. 

Let  Nature  reft ; and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
Grows  keen  indulge,  but  Ihim  faticty. 

“ ■ Fis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft, 

■“  But  him  the  leaft  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
'■  Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senfe  conducls 
‘ .And  Virtue  thro’  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 

\ irtuc  and  Seiife  I mean  not  to  disjoin; 

• Virtue  and  Senfe  arc  one  : and  truft  me  ftiil 
‘ faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfounu. 

V.rtue  'for  mere  Goodnature  is  a foal) 

'*  Is  feiife  and  fjiirit  with  humanity : 

'Tisfometimes  angry,  a.nd  its  frown  confounds; 

- ’ Fis  ev’n  vindic'li  vc,  but  in  vengeance  juft.  270 

' ^^avesf.'.in  would  laugh  at  it;  fome  great  cnesdare; 

But  at  his  heart  the  moft  undaunted  fon 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  .'-.ame  and  awful  charms. 
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“ To  nobleft  ufcs  this  determines  wealth ; 

‘ ‘ I’his  is  the  folid  pomp  of  profp’rous  days,  275 
'•  The  peace  and  flrelter  of  adverfity  : 

“ And  if  yon  pant  for  glory  build  your  fame 
“ On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  (hock 
“ Defies  of  Envy  and  allfapping  Time. 

“ The  gaudy  glofs  of  Fortune  only  ftrihcs  aSo 
“ The  vulgar  eye : the  fuffrage  of  the  wife, 

“ The  praife  that’s  worth  ambition,  is  attain’d 
“ By  Scnfe  alone  and  dignity  of  mind. 

“ V’irtue,  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  foul, 

“ Is  the  bed;  gift  of  Heav’n,  a happinefs  285 

“ That  ev’n  above  the  fmiles  and  frowns  of  Fate 
“ Exalts  great  Nature’s  fav’rites,  a wealth 
“ That  ne’er  Incumbers  nor  c.in  be  transferr’d. 

“ Riches  arc  oft’  by  guilt  and  bafenefs  earn’d, 

“ Or  dealt  by  Chance  to  fliield  a lucky  knave,  290 
“ Or  throw  a cruel  funlhine  on  a fool ; 

“ But  for  one  end,  one  miich-negledcd  ufe, 

“ Arc  riches  worth  your  care  : (for  Nature’s  wants 
“ Arc  few,  and  without  opulence  fupply’d) 

“ This  noble  end  is  to  produce  the  foul,  295 

“ To  (licw  the  virtue.^  in  their  faired  light, 

To  make  Humanity  the  ir.ii.illcr 
“ Of  bounteous-  I'rovidencc,  and  teacli  the  bread 
“ That  gen’rons  luxury  the  gods  enjoy.” 

Thus  in  his  graver  vein  the  friendly  fage  ."fo 
Sometimes  deciaim'd.  Of  right  and  xsrong  he  taught 
'1  ruths  as  refin’d  as  ever  Allans  lieard, 
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And  (llrangtr  to  teli !)  he  praiSis’d  what  he  preach’d. 
Skill’d  in  the  Pafiion-i,  how  to  check  their  Iway 
He  knew,  as  far  as  Real'on  can  control  305 

1 he  lawlels  pow’rs.  But  other  cares  are  mine  : 
Perm’d  in  the  fchool  of  Ikaon  I relate 
What  PaHionshurt  the  body,  what  improve; 

Avoid  them  or  inviiethem  as  you  may. 

Ktiow  then,  wliatevcr  cheerful  and  ferene  3 10 
Supports  the  mind  lupperts  the  body  too  : 

Hence  the  mofl  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope,  the  balm  and  lifeblood  of  the  foul : 

It  pleafes  and  it  lafts.  Indulgent  Heav’n 
Sent  down  th.e  kind  delullon  thro’  the  oaths  3 ry 
rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on. 

And  make  our  happieft  ftate  no  tedious  thing. 

Our  greatelf  good  and  what  we  leafi.  can  fparc 
Is  hojie ; the  laft  of  all  our  evils  fear. 

But  there  are  Paffions  grateful  to  the  bread  320 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life;  perhaps  they  pieafe 
Or  to  e.u-efs,  and  dillipate  the  foul. 

Or  while  they  pieafe  torment.  The  ftubborn  clown, 
'I'hc  ill-tam’d  rudian  and  pale  ufurer 
( If  I.ove’s  omnipotence  luch  hearts  can  mould) 

May  faftly  mellow  into  love,  and  grow  326 

Kc.fin’d,  humane,  and  gtn’rous,  if  they  can. 
l.ovc  in  fuch  bofoms  never  to  a fault 
f)r  ]ialns  or  pkafes : but  ye  finer  Souh ! 
form'd  to  foft  luxurv,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
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M'ith  all  the  tumults,  all  the  jovs  anci  pains, 

That  beauty  gives,  with  caution  and  refer  ve 
Indulge  the  fwcet  dedroyer  of  repofe. 

Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares; 
Tor  while  the  chcrifh’d  poifon  in  your  bread  335 
Permeius  and  maddens,  fick  with  jcaloufy, 

Abfence,  difltuft,  or  ey’n  with  anxious  joy. 

The  whclefome  appetites  anel  pow’rs  of  life 
llifTolve  in  languor  : the  coy  ftomach  loathes 
The  genial  board ; your  cheerful  days  are  gone  ; 340 
The  gen’rous  bloom  that  flulh’d  your  cheeks  is  fled : 
'I'o  fighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains 
Peniive  you  fit,  orfolitary  ftray, 

-\nd  walle  your  youth  in  mufing  : mnfing  firfl 
Toy’d  into  care  your  unfufpedbng  heart ; 345 

1 1 found  a liking  there,  a fportful  fire, 

.\nd  that  fomented  into  ferious  love. 

Which  mufing  daily  ilrengthens  and  improves 
Thro’  all  the  heights  t.f  fondnefs  and  romance  ; 

And  you  ’re  undone,  tlie  fatal  fliaft  has  fped,  359 
If  once  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no  ; 
rhe  hotly  wafl.es  away,  th’  infeifled  mind, 
lliffiilv’d  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
Kacli  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 

.Sweet  Keav’n  ! from  fuch  into.Hicating  charms  33  j 
Defend  all  w'orthy  breafts ! not  that  I deem 
I ,n VC  always  dang’rous,  always  to  be  lliunn’d ; 
l.ove  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  funk 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs. 
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Adds  bloom  to  Healtli,  o’er  cv’ry  viitue  fheds  360 
A gay,  liumane,  a fwect,  and  geii’rous,  grace, 

And  brightens  all  tJie  ornaments  of  man  : 
lint  fruitlefs,  hopclefs,  difappoiiucd,  rack’d 
With  jealoulV,  fatigu’d  with  hope  and  fear, 

Too  ferious  or  too  languifhingly  fond,  365 

Unnerves  tiie  body  and  unmans  the  foul. 

And  fome  have  dy’d  for  love  and  fonie  run  mad. 

And  fomewith  defp’ratchandsthemfelvcshavcflain. 

Some  to  eitinguilh,  others  to  prevent, 

A mad  devotion  to  one  dang'rous  fair  370 

Court  all  they  meet,  in  hopes  to  diiripate 
Tile  cares  of  love  amongft  an  hundred  brides. 

Til’  event  is  doubtful;  for  there  are  who  find 
cure  in  this,  there  are  who  find  it  not. 

’ !'is  no  relief  alas ! it  rather  galls  3 75 

The  wound  to  thofe  who  are  tinccrelv  Tick ; 
l or  while  from  fev’rifh  and  rumuituou.s  joys 
’i'he  nerves  grow  languid  and  the  foul  fubkdes, 
d he  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  ev’ry  iting. 

And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now.  380 
Is  Health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim  ? 

Be  temp’rate  (till : when  Nature  bids  obey  ; 

I ler  wild  impatient  fallies  bear  no  curb : 

But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  ilciight 
Or  loofe  imagination  fpurs  you  on 
To  deeds  above  your  ft.-ength,  impute  it  not 
To  N„lurj  ; fdaturs  a.,  o.npulhun  hates. 
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Ah  ! let  nor  luxury  nor  vain  renown 

Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  fleep  without. 

To  make  what  Ihould  be  rapture  a fatigue,  390 
A tceiious  talk,  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down ; 

For  from  the  colliquation  of  foft  joys 

How  chanrr’d  vou  rife ! the  ohofl  of  what  you  was ! 

o » c*  J 

J-anguid  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt  and  wan,  39J 
Your  veins  exhauflcd  and  your  nerves  unflrung. 
Spoil’d  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zeff  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm  ; along  the  tender  nerves 
( To  eaci)  flight  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 

A fubtile  fiend  that  mimicks  all  the  plagues  4CO 
Rapid  and  rcftlefs  fprings  from  part  to  part : . 

The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fall’n, 
Your  vigour  pines,  your  vital  pow’rs  decay, 

Difeafes  haunt  you,  and  untimely  age 

Creeps  on,  unfocial,  impotent,  and  lewd.  405 

Infatuate,  impious.  Epicure  ! to  wafic 

'I'he  llores  of  pleafurc,  cheerfulnefs,  and  Health ! 

fiifatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade, 

Aiiid  coy  perdition  ev'ry  hour  purfue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  iafeivious  flames  410 
Confiimes,  is  with  his  own  confent  undone  : 

He  chufes  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad, 

A.nd  warn’d  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 

But  there  is  a Paflion  vvhofe  tcnipcftuous  fway 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  brcafl. 

And  fliakes  to  ruitis  proud  Philofophy  : 


41.^ 


taallV.  ART  OF  rRESERVINC  IlEALril.  79 

For  pale  and  trembling  Anger  ruflies  in 
' With  falt’ring  fpcech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  flare, 

: Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  feas, 

Defp’rate,  and  arm’d  with  more  than  human  llrength. 
How  foot!  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifh’d,  man  421 
Forgets  compuntSlion,  and  Harts  up  a fiend ! 

■ Who  pines  in  love,  or  walles  with  filent  cares, 

: Envy  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief, 

Slowly  defeends  and  ling’ring  to  the  (hades;  425 
Cut  he  whom  anger  flings  drops  if  he  dies 
At  once,  and  ruflies  apoplciSlick  down. 

Or  a fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  hell : 

For  as  the  body  thro’  unnumber’d  firings 
I Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  foul,  430 

As  is  the  Paffion  fuch  is  flill  the  pain 
The  body  feels  or  chronick  or  acute ; 

And  oft’  a fudden  flonu  at  once  o’erpow'rs 
’'I'he  life,  or  gives  vour  rcafon  to  the  winds. 
t.Such  fates  attend  the  rafh  alarm  of  fear  435 

. And  fudden  grief,  and  rage  and  fudden  joy. 

'I'hcre  are  mean-time  to  whom  the  boifl’rous  fit 
I Is  Health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life  : 

! For  where  the  mind  a torpid  winter  leads, 

' Wrapt  in  a body  corpulent  and  cold,  446 

And  each  clogg’d  fiinclion  lazily  moves  on, 

A gen’rous  faiiy  fpurns  th’  incumbent  load. 

Unlocks  the  brcall,  and  gives  a cordial  glow. 

[But  if  your  wrathful  'olood  is  apt  to  boil. 
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Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritalily  ilrung,  445 

Wave  all  difpute;  he  cautious  if  you  joke; 

Keep  lent  for  ever,  and  forfwear  the  bowl ; 

For  one  rafh  moment  fends  you  to  the  lhades, 

Or  fhatters  ev’ry  hopeful  fcheme  of  life, 

And  gives  to  horrour  all  your  days  to  come.  450 
Fate  arm’d  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev’ry  plague 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  diltraCfs,  mankind, 

And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 
O’erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  fo  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  fudden  blows.  455 
While  choler  works,  good  Friend!  you  may  be 
Diftrufi  yourfelf,  and  fleep  before  you  fight : [wrong ; 
’Tis  not  too  late  to-morrow  to  be  brave; 

If  Honour  bids  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 

But  calm  advice  againfl;  a raging  fit  460 

Avails  too  little;  and  it  braves  the  pow’r 

Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  profe  or  fong 

To  tame  the  fiend  that  fleeps  a gentle  lamb 

And  wakes  a lion.  Unprovok’d  and  calm 

Y ou  reafon  well,  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee,  465 

And  wonder  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind; 

Seiz’d  with  the  common  rage  you  foon  forget 
The  fpeculations  of  your  wifer  hours: 

Befet  with  Furies  of  all  deadly  Ihapcs, 

Fierce  and  infidious,  violent  .and  flow,  470 

With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate, 

What  refuge  fliali  we  feek,  what  arms  prepare  ? 

■ J 
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AVhere  rcafon  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
’I'o  cope  with  lubtile  or  impetuous  pow’rs, 

I would  invoke  new  Paflioiis  to  your  aid;  475 

■\Vith  indijjnatioii  would  extinguilh  fear, 

With  fear  or  gcn’rous  pity  vanquilh  rage, 

And  love  with  pride,  and  force  to  force  oppofe. 

There  is  a charm,  a pow’r,  tliat  fw'ays  the  breaft, 
Bids  ev’ry  Paflion  revel  or  be  hill,  48c 

Infpires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  dlffolves. 

Can  foothdifiradion,  and  almoft  defpair: 
Thatpw’r  is  mufiek;  far  beyond  the  11  retch 
Of  thofc  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ftage, 

Thole  clumfy  heroes,  thofe  fat-headed  gods,  485 
Who  move  no  PalTion  juftly  but  contempt, 

V.'ho  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  llrong !) 

Do  wondrous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 

The  fault  is  ours;  we  bear  thofe  momlrous  arts. 

Good  Hcav’n  ! we  praife  them;  we  with  loudeft  peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highell  lifts  his  heels,  49  r 
And  with  infipid  Ihew  of  rapture  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 

But  he  the  Mufe’s  laurel  juPily  fliarcs, 

A poet  he  and  touch’d  with  Heav’n’s  own  fire,  495 
Who  with  bold  rage  or  fclemn  pomp  of  founds 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravifties,  the  foul ; 

Now  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  almoft.  to  pain. 

In  love  diflblves  you;  now  in  fprightly  ftrains 
Breathes  a gay  rapture  thro’  your  thrilling  breaft,  r 00 
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Or. melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad, 

Or  wakes  to  horrour  the  tremendous  firings. 

Such  was  the  bard  whofe  hcav’nly  ftrainsof  old 
Appeas’d  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul; 

Such  was,  if  old  and  Heathen  fame  fay  true,  5 05 

The  man  who  bad  the  Theban  domes  afeend, 

And  tam’d  the  favage  nations  with  his  fong ; 

And  fuch  the  Thracian  whofe  melodious  lyre 
T un’d  to  foft  wo  made  all  the  mountains  weep, 
Sooth’d  e v’n  th’  inexorable  pow’rs  of  hell,  5 10 
And  half  redeem'd  his  loft  Eurydice. 

Mufick  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 

Expels  difeafes,  foftens  ev’ry  pain. 

Subdues  the  rage  of  poifon  and  the  plague; 

And  hence  the  wife  of  ancient  days  ador’d 

One  pow’r  of  Phyfick,  Melody,  and  Song.  516 


OF  BENEVOLENCE. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  EUMENE?- 

Firjl  printiJ  in  tie  1 ear  1 7 j I t • 

Kind  to  rriV  frailties  ftill  Eiimcnes,  hear ; 

Once  more  1 try  the  patience  of  your  ear. 

Not  oft’  I fing  ; the  happier  for  the  Town ; "I 

So  flunn'd  already  they  ’re  quite  ftupid  grown  > 
■\Vith.monthly,  daily — charming  things  I own.  j J 
Happ)'  for  them  I feldom  court  the  Nine; 

Another  art,  a ferious  art,  is  mine. 

Of  naufeous  verfes  offer’d  once  a week. 

“ Vou  cannot  fay  I did  it”  if  you  ’re  fick. 

’ Fwas  n..’er  my  pride  to  fhinc  by  llafhy  fits  lo 

Amongft  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  wits ; 

Content  if  fomc  few  friends  indulge  my  name,  ' 
So  flightly  am  I flung  with  love  of  fame, 

1 would  not  fcrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines — 

Not  for  the  praife  of  all  the  Magazines.  IJ 

Yet  once  a moon  perhaps  1 fleal  a night, 

And  if  our  fire  .Vpollo  pleafes  write. 

You  fir.ilc;  but  all  the  train  the  Mufe  that  follow, 
Chriftians  and  dunces,  ftill  we  quote  Apollo  : 

+ 'l  lii*  little  piece  wasaddrcHctl  to  a worthy  gentleman,  as  an 
eipreff.on  of  gratitude  fer  his  V.ind  endc.avours  to  do  the  .'.uthor 
a great  piece  of  fcrvicc. 
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Unhappy  Hill  our  poets  will  rehearfe  20 

To.Gcths,  that  ftare  aflcriifh’d  at  th.cir  vcrfe, 

■^I’o  the  rank  tribes  firbmit  their  virgin  lays; 

So  grofs  fo  beflial  is  the  luft.  of  praife ! 

1 to  found  judges  from  the  mob  appeal, 

And  write  to  thofe  who  mofl  my  fubjctft  fecl.  25 
Eumenes,  thefe  dry  moral  lines  I truft 
With  j’ou,  whom  nought  that  is  moral  can  dlfguft  ; 
With  you  I venture  in  plain  homefpun  feiife 
What  I imagine  of  Benevolence. 

Of  all  the  monflers  of  the  humankind  ..30 
What  ftrikes  you  mod  is  the  low  felfifh  mind.' 

You  wonder  how  without  one  lib’ral  joy  ■ ‘ 

The  fteady  mifer  can  his  years' emploj',  - • 

Without  one  friend,  howe'er  his  fortunes  thrive,  ' 
Defpib’d  and  hated  how  he  bears  to  live.  35 

With  honed  warmth  of  heart,  with  fume  degree 
Of  pity  that  fuch  wretched  things  fliouhl  be, 

You  fcorn  the  fordid  knave.— He  grins  at  you. 

And  deems  himfelf  the  wifer  of  the  two. — 

’ fis  all  but  tade  howe’er  we  dft  the  cafe;  40 

l ie  has  his  joy,  as  cv'rv  creature  has. 

’ Fis  true  he  cannot  boad  an  angel’s  (hare. 

Yet  has  what  happinefs  his  organs  bear. 

Thou  likewife  mad'd  the  high  feraphick  foul 
Maker  Omnipotent ! and  thou  the  owl ; 45 

Heav’n  form’d  him  too,  and  doubtlcfs  for  fomc  ufc. 
But  CranccouTt  knows  not  yet  all  'Nature’s  views. 
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’Tis  chiefly  tafte,  or  blunt,  or  grofs,  or  fine, 
Jvlakcs  life  iiifipiil,  beflial,  or  liivitie. 

]5etter  be  born  with  tafle  to  little  rent 
'I'han  the  dull  monarch  of  a continent. 

Without  this  bounty,  which  the  gods  bcftow, 

Can  Fortune  make  one  fav’ritc  happy  ! — No  ; 

As  well  might  Fortune  in  hcrfrolick  vein 
Proclaim  an  oyfler  .''ov’rcign  of  the  main. 

Without  fine  nerves,  and  bofom  juftly  warm’d. 

An  eye,  an  ear,  a fiincy  to  be  charm’d, 

In  vain  majellick  Wren  e.xpands  the  dome, 

Blank  as  pale  ftucco  Rubens  lines  the  room, 

1,0ft  arc  the  raptures  of  bold  Handel’s  ftrain. 

Great  Tully  ftormsfwcct  Virgil  lings  in  vain; 

The  beauteous  foi  ms  of  Natui  e are  effac’d, 
Tempe’s  foft  charms,  the  raging  wat’ry  wafte. 
Each  greatly  wild  each  fweec  romantick  fccne 
Unheeded  rifes,  and  almoft  unfeen. 

Yet  thefc  are  joys  with  fonie  of  better  cl.ty 
To  footh  the  toils  of  life’s  embarrafs’d  way; 

Thefc  the  fine  frame  with  cliarming  horrours  chill. 
And  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  tin  ill. 

Put  of  a!!  talle  the  nobleft  and  (he  belt, 

' The  firft  enjoyment  of  the  geu’rous  breaft, 

^ Is  to  behold  in  man’s  obno.tious  ftatc 
Scenes  of  conte.nt  and  happy  turns  of  fate: 

Fair  views  of  Nature,  ftrii'.ing  works  of  art, 
cAmufc  the  fancy,  but  thefe  touch  the  heart. 
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Chiefly  for  this  proud  epick  fong  delights, 

For  tliis  fome  riot  on  th’  Arabian  Nights. 

Kach  cafe  is  ours;  and  for  the  human  mind  p. 

’ Tis  monflrous  not  to  feel  for  all  mankind.  I 

Were  all  mankind  unhappy  " ho  could  tafle  So*  j 
Flyfium,  or  bti  folitar’ly  bleft  ? j 

Shock’d  with  furrounding  fhapes  of  human  wo  I 

All  tl-.at  or  fenfe  or  fancy  could  l?eflow  I 

You  would  rejeefb  with  fick  and  coy  difdain, 

And  pant  to  fee  one  cheerful  face  again.  S5  | 

But  if  life’s  better  profpcdls  to  behold  I 

So  much  delight  the  man  of  gen’rous  mould,  j 

How  happy  they,  the  great  the  godlike  few,  j 

Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleafing  view ! 

Tills  is  a joy  poffefs’d  by  few  indeed!  9® 

Dame  Fortune  has  fo  many  fools  to  feed 
She  cannot  oft’  afford,  with  all  her  flore, 

’i'o  yield  her  fmiles  where  Nature  fmil’d  before. 

'I'o  finking  worth  a cordial  hand  to  lend. 

With  better  fortune  to  furprife  a friend,  95 

To  cheer  the  modefl  flranger’s  lonely  ftate. 

Or  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate. 

To  do,  poffefs’d  with  virtue’s  nobleft  fire, 

Such  gen’rous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire. 

Deeds  that  above  ambition’s  vulgar  aim  ICO 

Secure  an  amiable  a folid  fame ; 

Thcfe  are  fuch  joys  as  Ileav’n’s  firfl  fav’ritcs  feize; 
Thefe  pleafe  you  now,  and  will  for  ever  pleafe. 
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Too  fe'iJcm  we  great  moral  deeds  admire ; 

1 he  will,  the  jiow’r,  th’  occafion,  mufl  confpire  : IC5 
Yet  few  there  are  fo  impotent  and  low 
But  can  fome  fmall  good  offices  bellow ; 

Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 

T hey  add  dill  fomething  to  the  geii’ral  fum ; 

And  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  pow’r  I to 
I’he  world  acquits,  and  Hcav'n  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neighbour’s  wo, 

Yet  no  relief  no  comfort  can  bellow ! 

Unhappy  too  who  feels  each  kind  elTay, 

And  fur  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay,  1 1 j 
Who  fcornfu)  of  the  flatt’rer’s  fawning  art 
Dreads  ev’n  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart. 

And  with  a dillant  lover’s  lilent  pain 
Mull  the  bell  movements  of  his  foul  redrain ! 

But  men  fagaclous  to  explore  mankind  i jO 

Trace  ev’n  the  coyell  paffions  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  the  good  we  owe  good-will ; 
lln  good  and  bad  dillrefs  demands  it  flill: 

This  with  the  gen’rous  lays  dillindLion  low, 

Endears  a friend  and  recommends  a foe.  I2j 

'INct  t.hat  refentment  never  ought  to  rife, 

I’or  ev’n  excefs  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice; 

^^nd  there  are  villaniesno  bench  can  awe, 
erhat  fport  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 

>No  laws  th’  ungen’rous  crinie  would  reprehend  130 
ifJould  1 forget  Eumenes  was  my  friend  ; 

Hij 
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In  vain  the  gibbet  or  the  pill'ry  claim 
The  wretch  who  blafts  a lielplefs  virgin’s  fame. 
W’herc  laws  are  dup'd  it ’s  nor  unjufl  nor  mean 
To  feizc  the  proper  time  for  honefl.  fplecn.  13J 
An  open  candid  foe  I could  not  hate, 

Nor  ev’n  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  (late; 

But  thriving  Malice  tamely  to  forgive — 

’Tis  hmiewhut  late  to  be  fo  primitive. 

But  I detain  you  with  thefe  tedious  lays,  140 
Which  few  perhaps  would  read  and  fewer  praife. 

No  matter,  could  1 pleafe  the  polifli’d  few  ' 

'Who  tafle  the  ferious  or  the  gay  like  you. 

The  ftjueamilh  mob  may  find  my  verfes  bare 

Of  ev’ry  grace but  curfe  me  if  I care.  1 45 

Befides,  1 little  court  Parnaffian  fame  ; 

There  is  yet  a better  than  a poet’s  name. 

’Tw'ould  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  faid 
I'hat  I with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread 
Than  that  amongfl  the  proud  poetick  train  130 
No  Modern  hoafled  a more  clalllck  vein. 

Or  that  in  numbers  I let  h.ofe  my  fong 

Smooth  as  the  Tweed  and  as  the  Severn  ftrong.  153 
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AN  EPIST.  TO  A YOUNG  CRITICiv. 

FirJ}  printed  in  the  Tear  1 75  3. 


ProfeiTC  qu®  fcntiat  cur  quifquam  liber  dubUct  ?— -Mali.n,  Aicner- 
cuic,  folus  infanirc,  quam  fubrius  aut  plebis  aut  patrum  dclibcni- 
tionibus  ignaviter  aflenUri.  AUTOR  ANONYM.  FRACM. 

Range  from  Tow'rhiil  all  London  to  the  Fleet, 
'J’hence  round  the  Temple  t’  utmoR  GrofvenorRreet, 
Take  in  your  route  both  Gray’s  and  Lincoln’s  Inn, 
J.hfs  not  be  fure  my  i.ords  and  Gentlemen, 

You  ’ll  hardly  raife,  as  I with  Petty*  guefs,  5"] 
Above  tweive  thoufand  men  of  TaRe,  unlefs  J- 
In  defp.’rate  times  a Connoiffeur  may  pafs.  J 

“ A ComioifTcur ! what ’s  that  ?”  'Tis  hard  to  fay  ; 
But  you  muft  oft’  amidR  the  fair  and  gay 
Have  feen  a wou’d-be  rake,  a flutt’ring  fool,  iG 
%Vho  fwears  he  loves  the  fes  with  all  his  foul. 

Alas  vain  Youth  ! doR  thou  admire  fwcet  Jones  ? 
'i’hou  be  gallant  without  or  blood  or  bones ! 

You ’d  fplit  to  hear  th’  infipid  coxcomb  cry 
“ .Yh  charming  Nanny!  it  is  too  much!  I die!” — 15 
“ Die  and  be  d — n’d,”  fays  one;  “ but  let  me  tdl  ye 
“ I ’ll  pay  the  lofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye.” 

’Tis  cafy  learnt  the  ait  to  talk  by  rote. 

At  Nando’s  it  will  but  coR  you  half  a groat; 

* ::r  Petr;',  authcr  of  The  I’o’.llical  Ariilimetick. 
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The  Bedford  fcliool  ?.t  threepence  is  not  dear  Sir ; lo 
At  White’s — the  flars  inflrudl  you  for  a tefter  : 

But  he  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  fliare 

One  fpark  of  Talle  will  never  catcli  it  there 

Nor  no  where  elfe,  howe’er  the  booby  beau  24 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau. 

Good  native  Tafle  tho’  rude  is  I'eldom  wrong, 

Be  it  in  mufick,  painting,  or  in  fong : 

But  this  as  well  as  other  faculties 
Improves  with  age  and  ripens  by  degrees. 

1 know  my  Dear,  it  is  needlefs  to  deny ’t,  ■ 30 

You  like  Voiture;  you  think  him  wondrous  bright ; 
But  fev’n  years  hence,  your  relifli  more  matur’d, 
What  now  delights  will  hardly  be  endur’d. 

The  boy  may  live  to  talle  Racine’s  fine  charms 
Whom  Tee’s  bald  orb  or  Rowe’s  dry  rapture  warms  : 
But  he  enfranchis’d  from  his  tutor’s  care,  36 

Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes’  chair. 

Or  with  Erafnius  can  admit  to  vie 
Brown  of  Squabhall,  of  merry  memory. 

Will  die  a Goth,  and  nod  at  Woden’s  * feaft  40 
\ Th’  eternal  winter  long  on  Greg’xy’sf  breaft. 

■*  Alluding  to  the  Gothick  heaven, Woden’s  Hall,  where  the 
Itappy  are  for  ever  employed  in  drinking  beer,  mum,  and  other 
comfortable  liquors,  out  of  the  Ikulls  of  tliofe  wliom  they  had 
llain  in  battle. 

t Pope  Gregorj'  VI.  diftinguilhed  by  the  name  of  St.  Gregory, 
vvhofe  pious  zeal  in  the  caufe  of  barbarous  ignorance  and 
priellly  tyranny  exerted  itfelf  indemoliihing  to  the  utmoft  of 
his  power  all  the  reir..'.ir.f  of  Heather,  geniqs. 
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Long  may  hcfwil!  this  patriarch  of  the  dull 
The  clrowfy  mum — but  touch  not  Maro’slkull! 

His  holy  barb’rous  dotage  fouglit  to  doom, 

Ciood  Heav’n!  tli’  immortal  ClaiTicks  to  the  tomb ! — 
Thofc  facred  lights  fhail  bid  new  genius  rife  46 
Wien  all  Rome's  faints  have  rotted  from  the  ikies. 

Be  thefc  your  guides  if  at  the  ivy  crown 

Vou  aim,  each  country’s  clafiieks  and  your  own; 

But  chicflv  with  the  Ancients  pafs  your  prime,  jO 
And  drink  Callalia  at  the  fountain’s  brim. 

The  man  to  genuine  Burgundy  bred  up 
Soon  ftarts  the  daih  of  Methuen  in  his  cup. 

Thofe  fov’reign  mailers  of  the  Mufes’  ikill 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  ilill:  J5 

Their  ore  was  rich  and  fev’n  times  purg’d  of  lead  ; 
Their  art  feem'd  Nature,  it  was  lb  finely  hid. 

Tho’  born  with  all  the  pow’rs  of  writing  well 
What  pains  it  coil  they  did  not  bluili  to  tell. 
I’heireafefmy  Lords!)  ne’er  lowng’d  for  want  of  fire. 
Nor  did  their  rage  thro’  affetflation  tire  ; 61 

Free  irem  all  tawdry  and  impofing  glare 
They  truiled  to  their  native  grace  of  air  : 

Rapt’rous  and  wild  the  trembling  foul  they  feize, ") 
Or  fly  coy  beauties  ileal  it  by  degrees;  6.t  > 

The  more  you  view  them  ilill  the  more  they  plcafc.  j 
Yet  there  are  thoufands  of  fcolailick  merit 
Who  worm  their  fenfe  out  but  ne’er  taile  their  fpirit, 
Witnefseach  pedant  under  Bentley  bred, 
jfach  commentator  that  e’er  commented:  70 
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(You  fcarce  can  felze  a fpot  of  claflick  ground, 

With  leagues  of  Dutch  morafsfo  floated  round) 
Witnefs — But  Sir  I hold  a cautious  pen, 

Left  I fhould  wrong  fame  honourable  men. 

They  grow  enthufiafts  too — ’Tis  true ! ’t  is  pity ! 75 
But ’t  is  not  ev’ry  lunatick  that’s  witty. 

Some  have  run  Maro — and  fome  Milton — mad ; 
Afliley  once  turn’d  a folid  barber’s  head  : 

Hear  all  that  is  faid  or  printed  if  you  can, 

Afliley  has  turn’d  more  folid  heads  than  one.  80 
i.et  fuch  admire  each  great  or  fj^ecious  name, 

Bor  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them ’s  the  fame. 

“ Right!”  Yes,  a thoufand  times.— Each  fool  has  he.ard 
That  Homer  was  a wonder  of  a bard. 

Defpife  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart — 85 

But  to  convince  them  is  a defp’rate  part. 

^Vhy  fliould  you  teafe  one  for  what  fecret  caufe 
One  dotes  on  Horace  or  on  Hudibras  ? 

’’Bis  cruel  Sir,  ’t  is  ncedlefs,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a fot  of  Tafte  he  knows  no  flavour.  90 
To  difunite  I neither  wifh  nor  hope 
A ftiibborn  blockhead  from  his  fav’rite  fop  : 

Yes — -fop  I fay,  were  Maro’s  fclf  before  ’em, 

Bor  Maro’s  felf  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o’er  him. 

But  hear  their  raptures  o’er  fome  fpecious  rhyme 
Dubb’d  by  the  mulk'd  and  greafy  mob  fublime  j 96 
Bor  fplceu’s  dear  fake  hear  how  a co.vcomb  prates 
As  clam’rous  o’er  his  joys  as  fifty  cats : 
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“ Mufick  has  charms  to  Tooth  a favage  breaft, 

“ To  foftcn  rocks  and  oaks,” — and  all  the  reft  ; too 
“ 1 ’aveheard" — Blefsthcle  long  ears! — “Heav’ns, 

‘‘  what  a ftrain  1 

“ Good  God  I what  thundcrsburft  in  this  Campaign  I 
“ Hark,  Waller  warbles!  Ah  ! how  fweetly  killing! 

“ Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling ! IC'4 
“ Rowe  breathesall  Shakefpeare  here  ! — That  ode  of 
“ Is  Spenfer  quite ! egad  his  very  fire ! — [Prior 

“ As  likeP — Yes,  faith ! as  gumllow’rs  to  the  rofe, 

Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca’s  dofe; 

As  like  aa  (if  I am  not  groftly  wrong) 

Erie  Robert’s  Mice  to  aught  e’er  Chaucer  Tung.  1 10 
Read  boldly,  and  unprejudic’d  pcrule 
Each  fav’rite  modern  ev’n  each  ancient  Mufe. 

With  all  the  comick  fait  and  tragick  rage 
The  great  ftupendous  genius  of  our  ftage, 

' Boaftofourifland,  pride  of  humankind,  Ity 

Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind; 

His  frailties  are  to  ev’ry  goflip  known, 

Yet  Milton’s  pedantries  not  fhock  the  Town. 

Ne’er  be  the  dupe  of  names  however  high, 

i'or  fome  outlive  good  pans  fome  mifapply.  I20 

Each  elegant  SpeAator  you  admire. 

But  muft  y'ou  therefore  fwear  by  Cato  s fire  ? 

Malks  for  the  court,  and  oft’  a clumfy  jell, 

Hifgrac’d  the  \lufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemift. 

*■  But  to  the  — Faith!  1 am  not  clear,  i J5 

• Eor  all  the  fmooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 
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That  cv’ry  work  which  lafls  in  profe  cr  fong 
T wo  thoufand  years  defcrves  to  lafi:  fo  long  : 

For  not  to  ntention  fonie  eternal  blades 
Known  only  now  in  th’  academick  lhades,  130 
(Thofe  facred  groves  where  raptur’d  fpirits  ftray, 
And  in  word-hunting  wafte  the  livelong  day) 
Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  criticksfean, 

Do  read  Meffala’s  * praifes  if  you  can. 

All ! who  but  feels  the  fweet  contagious  fmart  135 
While  foft  Tibullus  pours  his  tender  heart  ? 

With  him  the  Loves  and  Mufes  melt  in  tears. 

But  not  a word  of  fome  hexameters. 

“ You  grow  fo  fqueamifli  and  fo  dev’lifh  dry 
“ You  ’ll  call  Lucretius  vapid  next.”  Not  I ; 140 

Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think  him  lame, 

But  if  he  lags  his  fubjetSf  is  to  blame. 

Rough  weary  roads  thro’  barren  wilds  he  try’d. 

Yet  flill  he  niarchcs  with  true  Roman  pride ; 
Sometimes  a meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright,  145 
He  flreams  athwart  the  philofophick  night. 

Find  you  in  Horace  no  infipid  odes  ? — 

He  dat’d  to  tell  us  Homer  fometimes  nods; 

And  but  for  fuch  a critick’s  hardy  fKill 
Homer  might  flumber  unfufpedled  ftill.  I50 

Taftelefs,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame. 

At  fecond-hand  we  chiefly  praife  or  blame  : 

* A poem  of  Tibullus’s  in  hcx.imctcr  verfc,  as  yawning  and 
infipid  as  ids  Elegies  are  tender  and  natural. 
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Hence  it  is,  for  elfe  one  knows  not  why  nor  how, 
Some  authors  flourifli  for  a year  or  two. 

For  many  fome  ; more  wondrous  ftill  to  tell 
Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  hell : 

Of  folid  merit  others  pine  unknown ; 

At  firll  tho’  Carlos*  fwimmingly  went  down 
Poor  Belvidcra  fail’d  to  melt  the  Town  : 

Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay 
'Fill  Sonier’s  hand  produc’d  him  to  the  day; 

But  thanks  to  Heav’n  and  Addifon’s  good  grace 
Now  ev’ry  fop  is  charm’d  with  Chevy  Chafe. 

Specious  and  fage  the  fov’reign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave- worn  rock 
Reludlant  hurl’d,  the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  downs  oi  headlong  feek  the  main : 

As  blindly  we  our  folemn  leaders  follow. 

And  good,  and  bad,  and  e.’tectablc,  fwallow. 

Pray,  on  the  firll  throng’d  ev’ning  of  a play 
That  wears  the  facies  Ihppocratica^ , 

Strong  lines  of  death,  figns  dire  of  reprobation. 
Have  you  not  feen  the  angel  of  falvation 
Appear  fublime,  with  wife  and  folemn  rap 
To  teach  the  doubtful  rabble  where  to  clap  ? — 
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* Don  Carlos,  a tragedy  of  Otway's,  now  long  and  juftly  for- 
gottcn,wcnt  off  with  great  apglauic,  while  his  Orphan,  a flimc- 
what  better  performance,  and  what  is  yet  more  ilrange  his 
Venice  Preferved,  according  to  the  theatrical  anecdotes  of 
thofe  times,  met  with  a very  cold  reception. 

+ Thc  appearance  ofthe  face  in  the  left  ftage  of  a cunfump- 
ition,  as  it  is  defetibed  by  Ilippocr.atcs. 
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The  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  fliine, 

Eut  v.'here  the  cane  goes  pat — “ By  G — that  V fine  !’* 
Judge  for  yourfelf,  nor  wait  with  timid  phlegm 
Till  foine  illuftrious  pedant  hum  or  hem.  1 79 

The  lords  who  ftarv’d  old  Ben  were  Icarn’dly  fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn’d : 
'] ’heir  fens,  whofe  ears  bold  Milton  could  not  feize, 
Would  laugh  o’erBcnlikemadjandfnufTandfneeze,  ^ 
And  fvvear,  and  fetm  as  tickled  as  you  plcafe  : J 

Their  fpawn,  the  pride  of  this  fublimer  age,  i8j 
Feel  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton’s  rage, 

Tho’  liv’d  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  fcorn 
To  lords,  knights,  ’fquircs,  and  doiSors,  yet  unborn. 
Or  juflly  mad  to  Moloch’s  burning  fane 
Devote  the  choicefb  children  of  his  brain.  190 

Judge  for  yourfelf,  and  as  you  find  report 
Of  wit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port. 

Zounds!  (hall  a pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
Whofe  brain  is  fancilcfs,  whofe  blood  is  white, 

A mumbling  ape  of  Tafle,  preferibe  us  laws  195 

I’o  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caufe 

Thari  that  he  boafts/fr  ann.  ten  thoufand  clear, 

■y  elps  in  the  Houfc,  or  barely  fits  a peer  ? 

For  lliamc  I for  fhamel  the  lib’ral  Brilifli  foul 
To  Hoop  to  any  ftalc  Didlator’s  rule  ! aco 

I may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 

But  right  or  wrong  with  friendswith  foes ’t  will  out. 
Thus ’t  is  perhaps  my  fault  if  I complain 
Of  trite  invention  and  a flimfy  vein. 
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Tr.rne  characlcr^,  uniiuorclling,  jejune, 

And  paHions  dryly  copy’d  from  I.e  Brun  • : 

Bor  I would  rather  never  jurige  than  wron^ 

1 hat  friend  of  all  men  gen'rous  Fenelon. 

But  in  the  ’.ame  of  goodncfs!  nniil  I be 
The  dupe  of  charms  1 never  yet  could  fee  ? 

And  then  to  flatter  where  there  is  no  reward 

Better  be  any  patron-hunting  bard, 

Who  half  our  lords  with  filthy  praife  hefmears, 

And  ling  an  anthem  to  all  minifters, 

Tallc  th  Attitk  fait  in  cvVy  peer*s  poor  rebus,  21^ 
And  crown  each  Gothiclc  idol  for  a Phoebus. 

Alas!  fo  far  from  free,  fo  far  from  brave, 

We  dare  not  fliew  the  little  Taftc  W'e  have. 

With  us  you  ’ll  fee  ev’n  vanity  control 

The  moll  refin’d  fenfations  of  the  foul.  aio 

* painter  to  Lewis  XtV.  who,  to  fpeak  in  fafhionabie 
I.ancr.  Enijl-.U'.,  colled  liimfelf  Lewis  tlic Great.  Our  rovcreigii 
to!  Is  the  panions.  Los  e,  Rage,  Oefpair,  'jJ’r.  were  graciouii-r 
pleated  to  lit  to  him  in  their  turns  for  tl'eir  portraits,  wliicli  he 
W ,s  ynerous  cnougli  to  communicate  to  the  publick,  to  tl  e 
gre.it  improvement  no  douLt  of  hillory  painting.  It  was  he 
w;..)  tl'.cy  fav  imiliuiod  Le  .Sueur,  who  without  half  his  advan- 
tfges  in  many  other  refpccls  was  fo  unreafo..ab!-e  and  provo- 
Mi'g  as  to  difplay  a genius  witli  which  his  own  could  (land  no 
coinp.ar;fo;i.  It  was  he  and  Ins  Gotliick  difciples  who  with  C.v 

I foratches  defaced  tlie  moil  malterly  of  this  Lc  Sueur’s  perfor- 
mances, a,s  often  as  their  barbarous  envy  could  .•.lufely  reach 
them.  Vet  alter  .til  thefe  acb.icvcments  he  died  in  his  bed!  a 
t^taltrophc  winch  could  not  iiavc  happened  to  him  in  acoun- 
^hke  this,  wheic  the  Imc  arcs  are  as  aealouflv  and  judiciouiW 

tpa. funned  ai  tiivy. lie  wel;  u..dci;tood. 


97 

2C5 


210 


I 


TAST  E. 


98 

Sr.d  Otway’s  fociics,  great  Sliakefpcarc’s,  Vfc  defy: 

“ ],arci,  Mada:ii!  it  isfo  unpolite  to  cry! — 

“ I'or  fliarne,  my  Dear  ! d’  ye  credit  all  this  Huff? — 
“ 1 vow — '.Veil,  this  is  innocent  enough  ?” 
jA.t  Athens  long  ago  the  ladies — (marry’d')  225 

Die.mit  not  they  milbehav’d  tho’  they  mifearry’d 
Wiien  a wild  poet  with  licentious  rage 
Turn’d  fifty  Furies  loofe  upon  the  ftage. 

T hey  were  fo  tender  and  fo  eafy  mov’d, 
lleav’ns  ! how  the  Grecian  ladies  mufl.  have  lov’d! 
ikii  all  the  fine  fenfations  ftill  have  dwelt  231 

Perhaps  where  one  was  cxquifitcly  felt ; 

Thus  he  who  heav’nly  Maro  truly  feels 
.Stands  fix’d  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  thrills. 

The  groffer  fenfes  too,  the  tafte,  the  fmell, ' 233  ") 

Are  likely  truefi.  where  the  fine  prevail V. 
\\’ho  douhts  that  Horace  muft  have  cater’d  well  ? J 
Friend,  1 ’m  a Ihrewd  obferver,  and  willguefs 
What  books  you  dote  on  from  y'our  fav’rite  mefs. 
Prown  and  L’Efirange  will  furcly  charm  whome’er 
The  frothy  pertnefs  firikcs  of  weak  fmallbcer.  24! 
■Vv'ho  fteeps  the  calf’s  fat  loin  in  greafy  fauce 
Will  hardly  loathe  the  praife  that  hades  an  afs; 

AVho  riots  on  Scotcht  collops  fcorns  not  any 
Infipid,  fulfomc,  trafiiy,  mifcellany ; 245 

And  who  devours  what’er  the  cook  can  difli  up 
Will  for  a cladick  confecrate  each  billiop  ' . 

Put  I am  fick  of  pen  and  ink,  and  you 
Will  find  this  Letter  long  enough.  Adieu. 

* See  I'clton’s  Cbnickf. 
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2ct!crtifcmcnt  from  rl)e 

^ R yoHoivin^  Imitiitlon  oj SLal^Jp/iure  'ivm  one  oj" our 

Author's firjl utlempis  hi  fioelry,  made  ivkat  he  ’svas  -vei  y 
y sung:  it  helped  to  amufe  the  folitude  of  a nvhiter  pajl  in 
a n.-Ald romantiel  country  ; andu  bat  is  rathet  puriicutar, 
•u.\u  juf  ftnifbed  when  Mr.  Thomfon's  celebrated  poem 
V pon  the  fame fuhjedi  appeared.  Mr.Tbonfonfoon  hear- 
‘"S  ‘‘  curiofUy  to  procure  a copy  by  the  means  of 

a common  acquaintance.  Heficwedlt  to  his  poetical  friends 
a.lr.  dl'iallet  ^ dX'dr  .Aaron  diill^  and  J)r.  1 onn^y  mho  it 
ferns  dldareat  honour  to  it,  and  the firJl  mentioned  gcntL- 
/nan  ofroteto  one  of  bis  friends  at  Edinhurah , d firing  the 
Author .sleave to pubtijh  it,  a regueftoofaiteringtoyouth- 
ful  -uanity  to  be  ref/led ; but  Mr. Mullet  altered  his  mind-, 
and  this  little  piece  has  hitherto  remained  unpuLliJhcd, 
p7>,;  oiberlmitations  fShakefpearc happen  to  ha-ue  been fa-.-ed 
out  of  the  ruins  of  an  unfnjhcd  tragedy  on  thefiory  of 
diereus  and  Philomela,  attempted  upon  an  irregular  aiul 
extravagant  plan  at  an  age  much  too  earl\<  f:r  fueh 
achievements  : however  they  are  here  exhibited  for  the 
fate  offuch  guefs  as  may  lile  a little  repajl  off  raps . 

IMITATIONS 

OF  SHAKESFEARF.. 

Now  Summer  with  her  wanton  court  is  gone 
To  revel  on  the  fouth  fide  of  the  woilcl, 
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And  flaunt  and  frolick  out  tiie  livelong  dav, 

V.'hile  Winter  rifing  ;>a!e  from  northern  feas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  lochs  the  drizzling  rlicuni;  5 
A blafl.  fo  flirewd  makes  the  tail-body ’d  pines 
Unfinew’d  bend,  and  heavy-paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  favage  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  furly  north,  and  chills  thro’out 
'J  he  ftifT’ning  regions,  wliilc  by  flronger  charms  10 
'i  han  Circe  e’er  or  fell  Medea  brew’d 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
I.ies  all  beflill’d  and  wedg’d  betwixt  its  banks. 

Nor  moves  the  wither’d  reeds;  and  the  rafh  flood 
That  from  the  mountains  held  its  headflrong  courfc,  - 
liury’d  in  livid  flieets  of  vaulting  ice,  - l6- 

been  thro’  the  lhameful  breaches,  idly  creeps 
■j'o  pay  a fcanty  tribute  to  the  ocean.  ' . 

What  wonder  when  the  floating  wilderricfs 
'J'hat  fcorns  our  miles,  and  calls  Geography  . . .no  , 
A lhallow  pryer,  fiom  whofe  unfteady  mirror 
'i'he  high-hung  pole  furveys  his  dancing  locks. 

When  this  flill-raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead. 

Nor  heaves  its  fwclling  bofom  to  the  winds. 

'I'he  forges  baited  by  the  fierce  nortlt-eafl,  45 

Toiling  witli  fretful  fplcen  their  angry  heads 
To  roar  and  rufli  together, 

Ev’n  in  the  foam  of  all  tiieir  madnefs  flruck 

'I'o  monumental  ice  fland  all  aftride 

The  rocks  they  walli'd  fo  late.  Such  execution, 

So  Hern,  fo  fudden,  wrought  the  grifly  afpcift 
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of  terrible  McJufii  ere  yoting  I’ci  li  as 
V/ith  bis  keen  fabre  croyt  her  bon  iJ  btad, 

And  hid  her  ferments  rowling  on  the  dull, 

When  wand'rin^  thro’ the  woods ihe  frown’d  toTLonc 
Their  fdvage  tenants ; juft  as  the  foaming  lion  36 
Sprung  furious  on  liis  prey  licr  fpeedier  pow  r 
Outrun  his  haftc ; no  time  to  hnguifli  in, 

But  fix’d  in  tliat  fierce  attitude  he  ftands 
J.ike  Rage  in  marble. — Mow  portly  Argofies  .((5 
J, iew  edg’d ’twixtMcptiine’sribs.  The  bridg’d. tbyfin 
H’.j  changed  our  Ihips  to  horfe.s;  the  fwift  bark 
Yields  to  the  heavy  wagon  and  the  cart, 

That  now  from  ifle  to  ifle  maintain  the  trade, 

And  w'nere  the  futface-hunting  dolphin  led  45 
Her  fportive  young  is  now  an  area  fit 
I'or  the  wild  fchoolboy’s  paftime. 

Mean-time  the  ev’ning  fkies,  criifteJ  with  ice, 
"Sliifting  from  red  to  black  their  weighty  fltirts, 

I latig  mournful  o’er  the  hills,  and  ftealing  night  50 
Rides  the  bleak  puning  winds,  that  feem  to  fpit 
Their  foam  fparfe  thro'  the  welkin,  which  is  nothing 
If  not  beheld.  Anon  the  burden’d  heav’n 
Shakes  from  its  ample  fieve  the  boultcd  fnow. 

That  fiutt’ring  down  befprink.les  the  fad  trees  3 5 
In  mockery  of  leaves,  piles  up  the  hills 
'J'o  monftious  altitude,  and  cliokes  to  the  lips 
The  deep  impervious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
^ As  to  the  centre,  Nature’s  vafty  breaches, 
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While  all  the  pride  of  men  and  mortal  things  6o 

l.ics  whelm’d  in  heav’ii's  white  rnins. 

'I'he  Ihiv’ring  clown  digs  his obllrudlcd  way 
Thro'  the  fnow-barricado’d  cottage  door, 

And  muffled  in  his  honiefpun  plaid  encounters 
With  livid  cheeks  and  rheum-diftiiiing  nofe  65 
'J'he  morning’s  fnarp  andfcourging  breath  to  count 
Idis  ftarving  flock,  whole  number  is  all  too  fliort 
'I'o  make  the  goodly  fum  of  ycftcr-night : 

Tart  deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  ftruggling. 

With  their  lafl,  pantings  melt  themfelves  a grave  70 
In  Winter’s  bofoni,  which  yields  not  to  the  touch 
Of  tlie  pale  languid  crefcet  of  this  world, 

’I'hat  now  with  lean  and  churlifli  hufbandry 
Yields  heartkfsly  the  remnants  of  liis  prime, 

And  like  moft  fi>eiidthrifts  ftarves  his  latter  days  75 
} or  former  l ankncfs.  He  with  bleary  eyp 
Blazons  his  own  difgrace,  the  harnefs’d  waflc 
Rebellious  to  his  blunt  defeated  fhafts. 

And  idly  ftrikcs  the  chalky  mountains’  tops 
'That  rife  to  kifs  the  w'elkin’s  ruddy  lips,  80 

W’here  all  the  raffl  young  bullies  of  the  air 
ATotint  their  quick  lieiider  penetrating  w’ings. 
Whipping  tlie  frol't-burnt  villagers  to  the  bones. 
And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious, 

’’J  ill  fwoln  to  tempefts  they  outrage  the  thunder,  8j 
Winnow  the  ehafi'y  fnow,  and  mock  the  fltics 
Ev’n  with  their  own  artillery  retorted. 

Tear  up  and  tlnow  th’  accumulated  hills 
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Into  the  vallies ; and  as  rude  hurricanes 
Difcharged  from  the  wind-fwoln  cheeks  of  heav’n 
Buoy  up  the  fwilling  ikirts  of  Araby’s 
Inhofpitable  wilds, 

And  roll  the  dufty  defert  thro’  the  Ikies, 

Choking  the  liberal  air,  and  fmoth’ring 
Whole  caravans  at  once,  fuch  havock  fpreads  95 
This  war  of  heav’n  and  earth,  fuch  fudden  ruin 
Vifits  their  houfelcfs  citizens,  that  lliriiik 
in  the'falfe  llielter  of  the  hills  together. 

Ami  hear  ike  tempeft  howling  o’er  their  heads  99 
That  by  and  by  o’erwhelms  them.  The  very  birds, 
’J'hofe^ew  that  troop’d  not  with  the  chiming  tribe 
Of  am’rous  Summer,  quit  their  ruffian  element, 

And  with  domeftick  camenefs  hop  and  flutter 
^Within  the  roofs  of  perfecutiiig  man, 

( G'row'n  hofpitablc  by  like  fenfc  of  fuff’rance)  105 
■ W-hirlicr  the  hinds,  the  debt  of  the  day  difeharg’d, 
I'rom  kiln  or  barn  repairing,  ffiut  the  door 
On  furiy  Winter,  crowd  the  clean-fvvept  hearth 
And  cheerful  Ihining  fire,  and  doft'the  time. 

The  whilfl  the  maids  their  twirling  fpindles  ply  IIO 
With  mufty  legends  and  car-pathing  tales 
Of  giants  and  black  nccroniantick  bards. 

Of  air-built  cafiles,  feats  of  madcap  knights. 

And  ev’ry  hollow  fiftion  of  romance. 

And  as  their  rambling  humour  leads  them  talk  1 1 j 
Of  prodigies  and  things  of  dreadful  utt’rance 
That  fet  them  all  agape,  roufe  up  their  hair, 
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And  make  the  idiot  drops  Hart  from  tkeir  eyes ; 

Of  churchyards  belching  flames  at  dead  of  night. 

Of  walking  ftatues,  ghofts  unaffable  1 20 

Haunting  the  dark  wafte  tow’r  or  airlefs  dungeon. 
Then  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green. 
Drinking  the  fummer’s  moonlight  from  the  flow’rs, 
And  all  the  toys  that  Phantafy  pranks  up 
T’  amufe  her  fools  withal. — Thus  they  lafli  on  125 
The  fnail-pac’d  Hyperborean  nights  till  heav’n 
Hangs  with  ajufter  poize,  when  the  murk.elouds 
Roll’d  up  in  heavy  wreathes  low-bellying  feem 
To  kifs  the  ground,  and  all  the  wafte  of  fnowPdropfy 
l.ooks  blue  beneath  ’em,  till  plump’d  wh'th  blbating 
Beyond  the  bounds  and  ftretch  of  continence  ij  t 
'I'hey  burfl.  at  once;  down  pours  the  hoarded  r^in, 
Wafliing  the  flipp’ry  winter  from  the  hills. 

And  floating  all  the  vallics.  The  fading  fcciie 
Melts  like  a loft  enchantment  or  vain  phantafm  1 35 
'I'hat  can  no  more  abufc  ; Nature  refumes 
Her  old  fubflantlal  fltape,  while' from  the  wafte 
tB'  undiftinguifliing  calamity 
J'orefts,  and  by  their  fides  wide-fleirted  plains, 
Houfes  and  trees,  arife,  and  waters  flow,  140 

'I'hat  from  their  dark  confinements  burfting  fpura 
Their  brittle  chains,  huge  Iheets  of  loc.fcn’d  ice 
Float  on  their  bofoms  to  the  deep,  and  jar 
And  clatter  as  they  pafs;  th’  o’erjutting  banks. 

As  long  unpradis’d  to  fo  fteep  a view’,  1 45 

Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the  moving  romp. 
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Now  ev’ry  petty  brook  that  crawl’d  along 
Railing  its  pebbles  mocks  the  river’s  rage 
Li’Ke  the  proud  frog  i’  the  fable.  The  huge  Danube, 
While  melting  mountains  rulh  into  its  tide,  i jo 

Rolls  with  fuch  headftrong  and  unreined  courfc 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxine’s  gulfy  maw, 

Buriling  his  cryllal  cerements.  Tlie  breathing  time 
Of  peace  expir’d  that  hufh’d  the  deaf ’ning  feenes 
Of  clam’rous  indignation,  ruffian  War  IJ5 

Rc’oels,  and  Nature  Hands  at  odds  again  : 

■When  the  rous’d  furies  of  the  fighting  winds 
Torment  the  main,  that  fwells  its  angry  fides 
And'ehurfts  tiie  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws. 

While  thro’  the  favage  dungeon  of  the  night  l6o 
The  horrid  thunder  growls : th’  ambitious  waves 
Affault  the  Ikies,  and  from  the  burfling  cloud* 

Drink  the  glib  lightning,  as  if  the  feas 
Would  quench  the  ever-burning  fires  of  hcav’n  : 
Straight  from  their  flipp’ry  pomp  they  madly  plunge 
And  kifs  the  lowcft  pebbles.  Wretched  they  i66 
'f  hat  ’mi'dfl  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
Guide  a frail  veffel ! better  ice-bound  ftlll, 

'fhan  mock’d  with  liberty  thus  be  refign’d 

To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  froward  time,  1 70 

When  Navigation  all  a-tiptoe  Hands 

On  fuch  unfteady  footing.  Now  they  mount 

On  the  tall  billow’s  top,  and  feem  to  jowl 

Againft  the  ftars,  whence  (dreadful  eminence !) 


ic6 


IMITATIONS. 


They  fee  with  fwimming  eyes  (enough  to  hurry  round 
In  endlefs  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain)  1 76 

A gulf  that  fvvallows  vifion  with  wide  mouth 
Steep-yawning  to  receive  them ; down  they  duck 
To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 
The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hell ; 1 80 

Thence  tofs’d  to  light  again,  till  borne  adrift 
Againll  fome  icy  mountain’s  bulging  fides 
They  reel,  and  are  no  more. — Nor  lefs  by  land 
Ravage  the  winds  that  in  their  wayward  rage 
Howl  thro’  the  wide  unhofpitable  glens,  185 

That  rock  the  ftable-planted  tow’rs,  and  fhakc 
The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  Time 
Down  to  their  flinty  bafes,  that  engage 
As  they  would  tear  the  mountains  from  their  roots. 
And  brufh  the  high  heav’ns  with  their  woody  heads. 
Making  the  flout  oaks  bow. — But  I forget  19 1 

That  fprightly  Ver  trips  on  old  Winter’s  heel. 

Ceafe  we  thefe  notes,  too  tragick  for  the  time, 

J^Ior  jar  againfl  great  Nature’s  fymphony. 

When  ev’n  the  bluflrous  elements  grow  tuneful  195 
Or  liften  to  the  concert.  Hark ! how  loud 
The  cuckoo  wakes  the  folitary  wood ! 

Soft  fighs  the  winds  as  o’er  the  greens  they  flray. 
And  murm’ring  brooks  within  their  channels  play. 
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PllOGNE’S  DREAM, 

Barlly  ixprejji-ve  of  fuaie p.iji  Events  that  zvere  foon  to  be 
revealed  to  ber. 

Eaft  night  I dream’d, 

(.Whatc’cr  it  may  forbode  it  moves  me  ftrangcly) 
That  I was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep  : 

An  old  and  rev’rend  fire  conducted  me; 

He  plung’d  into  the  bofom  of  the  main,  5 

And  bad  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 

I follow’d;  wit.h  impetuous fpecd  we  div’d, 

And  heard  the  dafliing  thunder  o’er  our  heads. 
J.IanV-a  fiipp’ry  fathom  down  we  funk, 

Beneath  all  plummets’ found,  and  reach’d  the  bottom. 
W’hen  there  I aflt’d  my  venerable  guide  1 1 

If  he  could  tell  me  where  my  filler  was  ? 

He  told  me  that  file  lay  not  far  from  thence. 

Within  the  bofom  of  a flinty  rock. 

Where  Neptune  kept  her  for  his  paramour  15 

Hid  front  the  jealous  Amphitrite’s  fight. 

And  faid  he  could  condudl  me  to  the  place. 

1 begg’d  he  wou’d.  Thro’  dreadful  ways  we  pafs’d, 

’ I'wixt  rocks  that  frightfully  lower’d  on  either  fide. 
Whence  hercand  there  thebranchingcoralfprung.  20 
O’er  dead  men’s  bones  we  walk’d,  o’er  heaps  of  gold 
Into  a hideous  kind  of  wildcrnefs,  [and  gems, 

M'hcre  flood  a flern  and  prifon  looking  rock, 

Daub’d  with  a moffy  verdure  all  around, 


The  mockery  of  paint.  As  we  drew  near 
Out  fpning  a hydra  from  a den  below, 

A fpeckled  Fury  ; fearfully  it  hifs’d. 

And  roll’d  itsfeagreen  eyesfo  angrily 
As  it  wou’d  kill  with  looking.  My  old  guide 
Againll  its  fliarp  head  hurl’d  a rugged  ftone — 30 

The  curling  monfter  rais’d  a brazen  Ihriek, 
Wallow’d,  and  dy’d  in  fitful  agonies. 

We  gain’d  the  cave.  Thro’  woven  adamant 
1 looit’d,  and  faw  my  filler  all  alone : 

Employ’d  Ihe  feem’d  in  writing  fomethiag  fad,  35 
So  lad  Ihc  look’d.  Her  cheek  was  wondrous  wan  ; 
Her  mournful  locks  like  weary  fedges  hung. 

I call’d — file  turning  ftarted  when  llie  faw  me, 

And  threw'  her  head  afuic  as  if  ulliam’d. 

She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak — 1 call’d  again ; 40 
Still  Ihe  was  mute— ’] 'hen  madly  I addrcll,  , , ' 
With  all  the  lion-linews  of  defpair, 

To  break  the  llinty  rih.s  that  held  me  out. 

And  with  the  flruggling  wak’d. — 44 

A STORM, 

liaifiJ  to  account  for  ihe  late  return  of  a Alrjfenger. 

The  fun  went  down  in  svrath, 

'J'hc  lltics  foam’d  brafs,  andfoon  th’  unchainedw  inds 
Burll  from  the  howling  dungeon  of  the  north. 

And  rais’il  fuch  high  delirium  on  the  main. 

Such  angry  clamour,  while  fuch  boiling  waves 
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Flafli’d  on  the  peevifh  eye  of  moody  night, 

It  look’d  as  if  the  feas  would  fcald  the  heav’ns : 

Still  louder  chid  the  wind';,  th’  enchafcdfurge 
Still  anlwer'd  louder,  and  when  the  fickly  IMorn 
Peep’d  ruefully  thro’  the  bloated  thick -brow’d  call; 
To  view  the  ruinous  havock  of  the  dark  1 1 

The  ftately  tow'’rs  of  Athens  feein’d  to  Hand 
On  hollow’foam  tide-whipt : the  Ihips  that  lay 
Scorning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 
Of  the  fea-chid  Portumnus  danc’d  like  corks  15 
Upon  t.h’  enfag^  deep,  kicking  each  other. 

And  fome  were  dalh’d  to  fragments  in  this  fray 
Againft  the  harbour’s  rocky  chell : the  fea 
So  roar’d,  fo  madly  rag’d,  fo  proudly  fwell’d, 

As  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  llreets,  ao 

And  deep  the  tall  Cecropian  battlements 
In  foaming  brine : the  airy  citadel, 

Perch  d like  an  eagle  on  a high-brow’d  rock, 

Shook  the  fait  water  from  its  llubborn  Cdes 
With  eager  quaking  : the  Cyclades  appear’d  35 
Like  ducking  cormorants.— Such  a mutiny 
Outclamour’d  all  tradition,  and  gain’d  belief 
I o ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore. 

Sev’n  days  it  ftorm’d,  SJ'c.  39 
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AN  IMITATION 

OF  SPENSER, 

IVritten  at  ATr,  ‘Thomfon  s djrre,  to  be  inferied  into 
‘The  Cajile  of  Indolence. 

I. 

I'  II M.  many  a fiend  did  haunt  this  houfe  of  reft, 

And  mudb  of  pafllve  wipJitK  an  eafy  prey.  .... 

Here  Lctliargy,  with  deadly  fitep  opprtlV,'  . 
iltrctch’d  on  his  back  a nii}>;hty  luhbard  lay, 

Heaving  his  Tides,  and  fnored  night  and  day ; 5 

To  flir  him  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eatli. 

And  his  half-open’d  eyne  he  fhut  llraigbtway : 

He  led  I ween  the  fofteft  way  to  death, 

Andtaughtwithoutenpainorftrifetoyield  the  breath.' 
Ih 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound,  10 

iSoft-fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydrnplie ; 
Unwieldy  man!  with  belly  monftrous  round, 

For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply. 

For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  flili  was  dry. 

And  here  a moping  myftery  did  fit,  I5 

Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye ; 

She  call’d  hcrfelf  the  Hypochondriack  Fit, 

And  frantickfeem’d  to  fomc,  to  others  feem’d  a wit. 
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III. 

A lady  was  Hie  whimfical  and  proud, 

Vet  oft’  thro’  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen  low ; 20 
She  felt  or  fancy’d  in  her  flutt’ring  mood 
All  the  difeafcs  that  the  fpitals  knov.', 

And  fought  all  phyfich  that  the  Ihops  bellow. 

And  Hill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try : 

’ r was  hard  to  hit  her  humour  high  or  low,  2 f 

For  fometimes  Ihe  would  laugh  and  foriietimes  cry, 
Sometimes  would  waxen  wroth,  and  all  Hie  knew  not 

IV.  [why, 
■Fall  by  her  fide  a liftlefs  virgin  pin’d 

With  aking  head  and  fqueamilh  heart-burnings ; 
Pale,. bloated,  cold,  Ihe  feem’d  to  hate  mankind,  30 
But  lov’d  in  fccret  all  forbidden  things. 

An4  here  the  Tertian  Ihook  his  chilling  wings; 

And  here  the  Gout,  half  tiger  half  a fnake, 

R.ig’d  with  an  hundred  teeth,  an  hundred  flings. 
Thcfe  and  a thoufaud  Furies  mere  did  lhakc  35 
Thofe  weary  realm', and  kept  cafe-loving  men  awake. 
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